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SO 80 * well Deſcended. 
8 happy in Vour For- 
dune, nobly Ally d, 
& to be agreeable in Your 
Perſon, to have an 
Underſtandin g ſolid and exten- 
five, and a Wit at once the moſt 
poignant, and yet the moſt in- 
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ly raiſe Admiration 'and Efteem 


DEDICATION, 
offenſive and agreeable, may juſt- 


in others, as they diſtinguiſh You 


in ſo eminent a manner, and con- 


ſtirute your perfonal Happineſs. 
Bur as it is that eaſy, graceful 
manner in which You enjoy them, 


that Freedom from Vanity, Af 


fectation or Pride, which form your 
real Character; fo the Uſe You 


'make of Your Fortune, Intereſt, 
and good Senſe, renders them a 


general Bleſſing to all who have 


the Happineſs of being within che 


Reach Of their Feen 


Md DHA, 


Vour Generoſity and Condoſeet 
tion in N this Addreſs, 
is 
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DEDICATION. 


is an Inſtance of Both, ſo much to 

my Advantage, that I find it im- 
poſſible, to ſappreſs either my 
Pride, or Gratitude, on this Docs 
fion ; eſpecially when I conkder chat 
it is an Honour, that many before 
have Solicited in vain. 

Thar the Converſation and Friend- 
{hip of a Lady of your Acoempliſh- 
ments, ſhould be highly Eſteemed 
by Perſons of the firſt Rank both 
for Dignity and Virtue (not to 
mention the Noble Lord to whom 
you are ſo happily Ally'd) is no 
more a Wonder, than that there 
ſhould 'be among the Nobility, 


thoſe who are as eminent for their 


good Senſe and fine Taſte, as their 
high Stations. 


Thar 
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Ornament of your own Sex, and the 


fincere Wiſh of all who are any 


DEDICATION. 
That You may ſtill continue the 


Admiration of ours, muſt be the 


ways acquainted with your Merit, 


but of none more than of, 


MADAM, 


Tour Grateful and Obliged n 


Humble Servant. 
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November 10, 1730. On Thurſday next will be Publiſh'4 „ Wheye- 
in, are a great Variety of New Tunes by the moſt Eminent Maar, 
(and compleats this Collection) 

The FIFTH and SIXTH VOLUMES of 
* * The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection 
of CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 
to each TYNE, and Tranſpos'd for the FLUTE. my 
Behold and liſten, while the Fair | 
Breaks in ſweet Sounds the yielding Air; 
And with her own Breath fans the Fire, 
| Which her bright Eyes did firſt inſpire. Warts: 
printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing Office in Wild · Coutt near Lincoln's 

Inn Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country. Of whom 

may be had e FIA Br FOUR VOLUMES. - 
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And on the ſame Day will be Publiſh'd, with a Curious Frontiſpiece 
Defign'd by Mr. John Vanderbank, The Fir rn EDIrIok of 

*,* LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE. ro which is prefix'd a 
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N. B. AR. III, page 61, for Scene IX, X, XI, XII, 
XIII, read as follows: 8 


Room in Sir John's Houſe. Sir John diſcover'd 
at a Table, reading. 


Tis hard a rooted Love to diſpoſſeſs; 
'Tis hard, but you may do it ne'ertheleſs. 
In this your Safety does conſiſt alone: 

If poſſible, or not, it muſt be done. 


A Poem on a Dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! Hey ho --- 
This Helford's Daughter has taken to ſtrong hold of my Mind, 
that Books are uſeleſs to me. | Lays afide the Rook.) O Silvia, 
Sitia! thou haft too ſtrongly poſſeſt d my Heart, ever to be 
diſlodg'd. — The Poflefiton of other Beauties only fires my I- 
magination with thoſe Joys thou alone art capable to impart. ---- 
1 have made thee an ungrateful Return to a difintereſted Paſſion, 
and made thee ſufter tor what I ought to adore thee. — That 
Virtue which 1 endeavour'd to ſubdue, has made me Captive; 
and I know not if the Grace of Beauty, or the moſt ſhining Or- 
nament of thy Sex, inflnences moſt. -- I have wrong d thee, 
and am---- unjuſt. But P11 acknowledge and repair my Fault. 


Euter Jonathan. 


Jen. Sir, I have deliver'd your Letter. 

Sir Fohn. And what Auſwer? . | 

Jom. Her Eyes deliver'd the Greater Part; but her Tongue 
n 0 et Pombiunry 207 

Sir John. Ha! — Whither am I going? — whither, but to 
Silvia; the lovely, mournful Silvia; to implore her Pardon, 
to expel her Griets, to vow eternal Love, eternal Truth. 


AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw, &c. 


Reign, Silvia, reign, Ic. as in Page 46. LExit. 
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IF This Opera appearing in Rebearſal too long for one 
Night's Entertainment, ſome Scenes have been ſhorten'd, 
and Airs omitted. | 


MEN. 
Sir John Freeman, 
elford, 
imothy Stitch, 
affer Gabble, 
Ploughſhare, 
Jonathan, 
Sexton, 


| Silvia, 
gue Dorothy Stitch, 
it to Lettice Stitch, | 
don, Goody Buſy, 
[| Goody Coſtive, 
Exic, | Betty, 


WOMEN. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Mr. Falter. 
Mr. Hulett. 

Mr. Laguerre. 
Mr. Hall. 


Mr. Salway. 


Mr * Hippe ſiey = 
Mr. Ray. - 


Mrs. Cantret. 
Mrs. Kilby. 


Mrs. Vincent. 


Mrs. Martin. 
Mrs. Rice. 
Mrs. Forreſter. 
Mrs, Egleton. 
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COUNTRY BURIAL. 


A Room in Welford's Houſe. 


WzeLrorD. 


OW, now's the very Crifis of our Fate. — 
On this important Hour depends the Happi- 
neſs, or Ruin, of my dear and only Child, 
and all my future Peace. Why am I thus 
alarm'd! The Event muſt ſure be happy! I have 
long, with Pleaſure, beheld their mutual Love. 
—— The end of all my Hopes and Fears is near — This happy 
Marriage will reſtore my long-loſt Peace of Mind. After 
Marriage, ſhou'd he prove falſe, or unkind — what Means 
are left — what Power on Earth can do her Juſfice then! 
Now my Pains return! thus Joy and Anguiſh Ay poſſeſs 
my Breaſt, as Hope or Fear prevails. 


AIR 


2 SLY A+ an 
AIR I. Since all the World's in Strife. 


— — 


. ſee 


The Man, by Foes ſurrounded, 

Whilſt with himſelf at Peace, 
Dauntleſs, and nnconfounded, 

Beholds their Rage increaſe. 
But 0b! the torturing Pain, 
That racks his Heart and Bram, 4 
Who, hoarly with himſelf at War, 

4 | The Foe does in bis Boſom bear 
1 Shall this Tempeſt mw my Breaſt 
er ceaſe, and I have Reſt? 
Eer ceaſe, and I have Reſt? 


SCENE II. Welford, and Jonathan. 

Jonathan, Sir Jobn tarries long. pt | 

Fon. That is not to be wonder'd at, when he is in ſuch good 
Company. I know my Maſter never thinks himſelf ſo happy, 
as when he is with your fair Daughter. | =D; 

Well. Fonathan, I have obſery*d, of all Sir Fobz's Servants, 
that you, who, indeed, ſeem beſt to deſerve it, have the greateſt 
ſhare in his Confidence and Favour: Now you are not ignorant 
of my Friendſhip for your Maſter, nor of his Pretenſſons of 
Love to my Silvia; both which muſt intereſt me nearly in 
every thing that relates to him. I have lately heard ſome Re- 
flections on his Conduct, that much alarm me. You, if you 
will, can fatisfy my Donbts, without Prejudice to your own 
Fidelity, or your Maſter's Honour. | 

Jen. Ay, dear Sir, I know that any Diſcoveries, which I 
2 make to you, wou'd be as ſafe as in my own Boſom, 
and all the Uſe you wou'd make of *em, wou'd be to improve 
em, if poſſible, to my Malter's Advantage, and not at all to my 
| 7 . Prejudice. 


8 


Si 
have 
Si 
too 
Char 
Si. 
Sir 
's Ve 


of, 
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Prejudice. What a wicked, cenſorious World do we live in! 
My Maſter is certainly the moſt virtuous, ſober, modeſt 
Gentleman in the Country; and, to ſay Truth, we are a mighty 
— Family. For my part, I am daily edify'd by his good 

xample. | 

Welf This Fellow mocks me. [Aſide.] The Buſineſs of 
my Farm, and the Care of my Flocks call me hence. Face» 
wel. My beſt ReſpeQs and Service to Sir Fob. 


SCENE III. Jonathan. 


Ha, ha, ha! a pretty Jeſt truly! diſcover my Maſter's Secrets 
for nothing! — when Pm ſo well paid for keeping em. 


Gamiorum. 


: 


199907 


| 
| 
| 


| 
ö 
| 


The Servant that betrays his Truſt, 
Who's imploy'd in ſearch of Beauty, 
To bis Maſter and himſelf anjaſh, © 

Has neither Senſe nor Duty. 
Prieſts and Lawyers, by the Throng, 
Are well paid for their Pratling, _ 
What Fool then won d uſe bis Tongue, 

Who loſes by bis Tatling. — . 5 
| Gami—"orum, &c. | Exit Singing. 
SCENE IV. Another Room in Welford's Houſe. 

| Sir John Freeman, aud Silvia. — 5 
Sil. * me no farther I have ſaid too much. How 
have you drawn from me the fond Confeſſion? | 
Sir Jobr. Meerly to ſay you wou'd obey your Father! is that 


ich 1 too mach to pay whole Years ſpent in Adoration of your 
ſom, ¶ Charms! * IHE 22 | bs FE 


rove f Sil. What can you ask, or what can I ſay more? ” 

my Sir John. Can ardent Love be fatisfy'd with Duty? You might 

dice. Whave ſaid as much to any . Man, who. ſhou'd have gain'd 
| 8 2 "i your 


4 Inn e 
your: Father's Approbation. You have not yet, my charming 
Fair, confeſs'd you love. | 5 
S:/. Why will you preſs me to paſs the Bounds of Modeſty 
and Prudence? you know my Father does not force my Will. 
Sir Jobn. Why then this needleſs Caution and Reſerve? your 
cruel Coldnefs chills me to the Heart. You never felt Love's 
animating Fire; ſome other Motive. in which Love has no part, 
malt influence you to admit of my Addrefles. | 
S:/. Your Suſpicions are as groundleſs as unkind. There may 
be Men falſe, deſigning, cruel and unjuſt, who court and 


latter only to deceive: wou'd it be therefore: juſt to charge the 
Crimes of ſome on all? and, for your conſtant Love, Truth 


and Sincerity, return you Doubts, Suſpicions and unjuſt Re- 
proaches? There may be Women too, who, for Wealth or 
Power, wou'd give their Hands where they retuſe their Hearts. 
If you think me ſuch a one, for my ſake, and your own, de- 
fiſt at once: for Love, that is not founded on Eſteem, can 
never yield true Satisfaction, or continue long. 

Sir Jobx. Pardon, my deareſt Silvia, a Fault, caus'd only by 
Exceſs of Love--- Thou art ſo great a Blefling, *twere Preſump- 


tion to be too ſecure. Long we ſuſpe&, and hardly are con- 


vinc'd that the Treaſure, on which our Happineſs depends, ſhall 

ever be attain'd.” But now my Fears are huſht, and all my 

Doubts are fled. | 
AIR III. Blithe Jocley young and gay. 

LL 23 1 


Sweet are the Joys of Love, 
| When Doubts and Fears are paſt: 
Sil. Virtue does Love improve; 
Truth makes it ever laſt. 
Sir John. All Virzues in thee ſhine, 
Fa l. batte er I am iis thine. 
Both. Hearts, thus united, prove 
: Karth hai no Foy like Love. 


[Takes her by the Hand.] You mu 
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Sir Jobn. When Love's ſincere and conſtant, how does it bleſs 
and how improve Mankind? yet, ambitious S:ateſinen, and fooliſh 
medling Prieſts, wou'd bind in Fetters the noble free-born Pal- 
fion. Vain Attempt! — Marriage ne'er yet kindled a mutual 
Flame, where it was not, but often has extinguiſh'd it where 
it was; Love is its ſelf its own Security, and needs no other 
Bonds.” + 5 | | 

Si]. This idle Talk; this common-place Raillery on Mar- 
riage, I think, at any Time is beſt omitted; but ſure, Sir John, 
tis moſt improper now. You can't expect that a laid, who 
is not weary of her Condition, will take upon her the Defence 
of a Cauſe in which ſhe is not concern'd: yet, to pleaſure you, 
who, I preſume, delight to hear me talk, tho* I thereby diſco- 
ver my own Simplicity, this I will fay, the World owes its 
Order, Kingdoms their peaceful regular Succeſſion, and private 
Families their Domeſtick Happineſs to Marriage. 3 -$3301 

Sir John. The Prejudice of Education only makes you reaſon 
thus. I muſt inſtruct you better. | Ws 

Sil. Sir John, I underſtand you not 5 

Sir John. You ſhall joyn with me, by our Example to convince 
the World, that Love can ſubſiſt without the Marriage Tye. 

Sil. Sir Fohn Freeman, I have known you long, bred up 
ander one Roof from Infancy together. I don't remember 
when I knew you not. The innocent Friendſhip, contracted in 
our Childhood, in you improv'd to Love, or you have been 
a thouſand Times forſworn. If I have been deceiv'd, when 
may a Virgin ſafely believe a Man? I wou'd not wrong your 
Honour by unjuſt Suſpicions, — bur if you have abus'd me 

Sir Fohn, If I love thee not, or if I ever ceaſe to love thee, 
= I become the moſt wretched and moſt accurſt of Men.— 

ay I | n 
0 Imprecate no more. Wave this Diſcourſe, and I am ſa- 
tiefy'd. | | 
Sir John. Tis time, my Silvia, to compleat our Joys. 

t now quit your Father's 
humble Roof, and ſhine with me. My Wealth, great as it 
is, ſhall be exhauſted to ſupport thy Pleaſures. Love, only 
Love, ſhall be the Prieſt to joyn us. Enjoyment ſhall be our 
Marriage: [She ſtruggles.] Each Day I ſhall a happy Eride- 
groom be, and you a Bride. Mabomet's Paradiſe ſhall be ve- 
rify'd in us; and all our long Lives ſhall be but one continu'd 
Tranſport. | | OS 
Sil. Let go my Hand. 

Sir John. And leſt you ſhou'd think I mean to deceive and to 
forſake you, no proud Heireſs, that brings a Province for her 
Portion, ſhall be joyntur'd as you ſhall be. Half my Eſtate 
ſhall be ſettled on thee, | | 


— 


- 
* 
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Sil. With brutal Force to compel me to hear thy hated Pro- 
poſals, is ſach Infolence. —— Thy Breath is blaſting, and 
thy Touch infectious. Oh that my Strength was equal to 
my Indignation ! I'd give my Hand a Ranſom for my Body. 

[ Breaks from bim, 

Sir Jobn. Stay, my charming angry Fair, and hear me ſpeak. 

Sil. Wou'd I had never heard you. Oh that *twere poſſible 
to fly where I might never hear the Voice of Mankind more! — 
What, ſet a Price on my Immortal Soul aud ſpotleſs Fame? 
Know, thou ungenerous Man, I ne'er was influenced by thy 
Wealth to hearken to thy Vows; for notwithſtanding my 
humble Birth, and Fortune, I ever ſcorn'd Riches, when com- 


par'd to Love, as now I do Love and Thee, compar'd to | 


Virtue, She, who capitulates on Terms like theſe, confeſſes 
an Equivalent may be had for Innocence and Fame, and 
there by forfeits both. Ea 


A I R IV. Tweed Side. 


By our Weakneſs we help the Deceit, _ 
If our Virtue we ballauce with Gold. 


When 
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MI bes Diſpozour's propos d, if we treat," 
Were to Ruin and Infamy ſold. 
The Bird, that behold: the Suares laid, 

Yet preſumpruonſly plays with the Bait, 
By its Raſbneſt and Folly betrayd, _ 
Repents, and grows wiſer too late. 


— + - os 


SCENE V. Sir John Freeman. 
Sir Jobn. Jonathan. 4. - * 


SCENE VI. Sir John Freeman, ard Jonathan. 


Jax. Sir. "5. BT 
Sir Fobs. Order the Groom to bring the Horſes to the Gate. 


SCENE VII. Sir John Freeman. 


I have made a bold, but unſucceſsful Attempt, and by it, 

perhaps, have loſt her for ever —— perhaps not. —— I wou'd 
fain ſee her once more, methinks. — And yet there is but little 
likelyhood of our coming to an Agreement. I am reſoly'd ne- 
ver to imarry ; and ſhe ſeems as much refolv'd never to comply 
without it. Whatever is the Meaning of it, 1 find my ſelf 
more aſham'd than angry at the Difappointment. Tho? *cis 
certain that I never did, nor ever can, love any Other Woman 
half ſo well. I feel a ſtrange Palpitation here! [$ighing.] I 
am not ſure that I don't like her the better for retufipg me- 
I am ſure of nothing — but that I won't marry I muſt 
een have recourſe to the general Remedy in theſe Caſes, a 
leſs ſcrupulous. Female. For tho" that won't remove the 
Cauſe, yet it is an admirable Opiate, and relieves the Symp- 
toms to a Miracle. | ** 
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AI R V. Charming is your Face. 
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Neunded by the ſcoruſul Fair, 

Since ſhe dooms me to Deſpair, 

Let me fly to ſeck for Reſt 

On ſome ſofter gentler Breaſt, 

Whoſe free Soul no Forms enſlave, | 
Bat kindly heals the Wounds ſhe gave. 


SCENE VIII. 4 Country Village. 


"The Funeral, attended by Timothy Stitch as chief Mourner, 
Lettice, Ploughſhare, Gaffer Gabble, Goody Buſy, Goody 
SGabble, Goody Coſtive, c. croſſes the Stage. The Sexton 


remains. | 


Sex. A very pretty Fancy this of being buried in her 
Cloaths. If it were once a Faſhion, a Sextox might get as much 


as an Overſcer of the Poor, Every Mau is for making the moſt 


of his Place, But then there is no Compariſon between ſtary- 
ing the Living and robbing the Dead, for what ſhou'd dead 
Folks do with Cloaths? — Bat the Truth of it is, in theſe 
healthy Countries the Poor live ſo ſhamefully long, that Pariſh- 
Officers get little now, beſide good Eating and Drinking. — But 
I have heard that formerly ſuch as were paſt their Labour, uſed 
to be provided for at the Expence of the Sheriff, —— for then, if 


Perſons were likely to become chargeable to the Pariſh, the 
whole 
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\ whole Neighbourhood wou'd ſwear that they were Witches or 


Wizards; and ſo they were decently hang'd up, to fave Charges. 
— But in Lendon, and other your great Towns, an induſtrious 
Man of my Buſineſs may make a good Penny of it ſtill, — for 
there they ſteal Bodies and all, but here we're forc'd to let them 
2 in their Graves, becauſe we can't tell what elſe to do with 
them. | 


AIR VI. There was a Jovial Beggar-Man. 
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Strange Tales ſome lying Travellers tell, 
How Men on Men have fed ; 
Of public Shambles, where they ſell 
For Food their Friends when dead. 
The Moral of the Fable thus 
Men, that are wiſe, unfold; 
No matter ſo you fill your Parſe, 
Tho Living and Dead be ſold. - 


S CEN E IX: A Church-Tard. 


Dorothy Stitch in the Grave; Timothy Stitch, Ploughſhare, 
Gaffer Gabble, Lettice, Goody Buſy, Goody Gabble, 
Goody Coſtive, Sexron, c. 7 


AIR VII. Bell Chimes. 
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Tim. Neighbours all, behold with Sorrow, 
| Whereunto we all muſt come; 
As ſhe to-day, ſo we to-morrow 
May arrive at oar long Home. 


E. B 05. 
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G. Buſy. Ah, poor Dorothy Szizch! Reft her Soul! She was the 
handſomeſt Woman in all our Pariſh. But Beauty is but Skin | 
deep, as the Saying is; and you ſee, Neighbours, what we muſt 
all come to. 

Tim. Oh, my dear Wife! my dear Wife! 
Let. Oh, my dear Mother ! my dear Mother! 
Plox. Don't cry ſo, Lettice; you'll ſpoil your pretty Face. 
Let. What's that to you? | 
[ _ _, Plow. Tis very well, Mrs. Lettice Stitch! As 
i Let. So it is, Mr. Ned Ploughſhare. I ben't afraid of your 
j telling my Mother now. | [ Goes from bim. 
| 6. Buſy. Good Timothy Stitch, don't take on fo, We did 
not all come together, nor muſt we all go together; and out 
Loſs is her Gain, as we all know, Neighbours. 
Onn. Ay, ay, to be ſure. | 
G. Baſy. Since we muſt live by the Living, and not by the | 
Dead, you ought to thank Heaven, and be contented. © 


AIR VIII. Oh, ob, I've loſt my Love. 
4 4 1 | 
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Tim. I bom cruel Death does ſever; Hum, hum. 
Dreadful Thought! they part for ever, Hum, hum. 
G. Buſy. Tet herein ftill Fortune kind is, Fara-lall. 
When one's gone, more left behind is, Tara-lall, 


A poor Woman, who has loſt one Husband, and is unprovided 
of another, has, indeed, Cauſe enough of Grief. - For tho? ſhe 
be ever ſo much atraid to lye alone, ſhe can't, for very Shame, 
ask a Man to be her Bed-fellow. | | 

G. Gab. Ay, ay, tis very true, Goody Buſy ; tho? tis, indeed, 
a very hard Caſe. But Neighbour Stitch, here, but ask 
and have. | | 

G. Buſy. She is in the Right of it. Timothy Stitch, we all 
know what a good Hasband you was to your laſt Wife. Here's 
Goody Coſtive herſelf is a Widow. But I ſay no more; ſpare 
to ſpeak, and ſpare to ſpeed, all the World over. | 


AIR 


. AIR IX. John of Bow. 
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While you negle& the Living, 
For the Dead thut grieving, 
Tour Sorrows are encreas'd. 
Foy to ſlight for Angniſh, 
Fundly thus to languiſh, 
Is faſting at a Feaft. 
Tox well deſerve 
Ty pine and ſtarve, 
Ibo eat not when you may 3 
Each Woman right, 
Or dull, or bright, 
Can give Delight; 
For, in the Night, 
Sure ev'ry Cat is Grey. 


Plou. 


Tim. How cou'd you name another Wife to me? Where 

ſhall I find another like my Firſt? Twenty Winters did we 

1 in Love together, and never quarrell'd once in all our 
A | | 

E. Buſy. What he ſays is very true, Neighbours ; but he may 
thank himſelf for that. For let her ſay or do whatever ſhe 

wou'd, he wou'd never quarrel with her. Not but that the 
oman was a very good Woman in the main. 

Omn. Yes, yes; a very good Woman in the main. 

GE. Gab. Tho” I can't but ſay ſhe had an ugly way with her, 

f abuſing every Body. | 
GE. Coſt Ay, ay; we all know that ſhe was the greateſt Scold 

n the Pariſh. | DH 

G. Gab. And that ſhe ſwore like a Trooper. 

G. Coft. And then ſhe wou'd run in every Body's Debt, and 

ay no Body, by her Good-will; — as if ſhe had been a Gen- 
lewoman. G. Buſy. 
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G. Buſy. Yet, for all that, the Woman was a 2 1 Woman 
in the main. 

Omn. O yes! a very good Woman in the main. 

E. Buſy. Tho' ſhe was Proud. 

G. Gab. And Lazy. 

G. Coft. And Thieviſn. 

1 Hm. And Impudent. 

2 Hom, And Whoriſh. 

3 Hom. But, above all, a ſad Drunttied. 

G. Gab. Ah, poor Creature! that was her Death; for we all 
know ſhe died in her Drink. 

G. Coſt. Ah, poor Soul! we all lov'd her, to be ſure; and 

wou'd not ſpeak any Harm of her for the World. An 

G. Buſy. Oh, no! to be ſure; for it wou'd be a wicked 
thing of us to ſpeak III of the Bead, that cannot anſwer for 
themſelves. 

Gaff. Gab. O yes; a very wicked thing, to be ſure. Tho? they 
do ay it is all the Faſhion in London; the more Shame for 'em, 


I think. 


AIR X. Hunt the Squirrel. 
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G. Buſy. The Gentlefolks of London, 
* Infamy ſcattering, 
Neighbours beſpattering, 
Care not who are andone, 
But blaſt both Living and Dead. 1 
Gaff. Gab. On high and low | A 
| They Scandal throw : v 
Mou d you the Reaſon find? | 
Tit, cauſe they fear 
Themſelves t'appear 
The worſt of Humankind. 
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he Moon is riſing, tis time to be going home. Let the Sex- 
ton fill up the Grave. | 
Tim. Let the Grave remain uncover'd ; I'll take care of that; 
or here I mean to tarry till the Morning. Neighbours, I thank 
you all: Adieu. —I wiſh you well to your ſeveral Homes. — 


Good Night. | 
Gaff. Gab. Stay here in the cold Church- yard all Night, with 


thy dead Wife! Why, you are diſtracted, ſurely. 
G. Gab. If he been't, that were enough to make him ſo. 
4. Tim. Nay, never go about to perſuade me, for here I will 
ud gay, come Life, come Death. Therefore, Neighbours, all go 


ve all 


cked ; home, aud leave me to my ſelf. 
r for A Hey ho! who's above ? 
they 2 
'em, | = 


Gaff. Gab. Hey ho! the Man is mad ! 

G. Buſy. Troth, if he is not, be's as bad. 

Gaff. Gab. Thow'lt dye, e're Morning, too I fear. 

G. Buſy. Leave off thy Fuoling, and don't ſtay here. 


Tim. No, no. 
 Gaff. Gab. 2 4 
b 23 
G. Buſy. F TH my 8 e hi * 
Tim. P'd rather ſtay here with my Dolly, and dye. 


E. Baſy. This is the ſtrangeſt Vagary, to pretend to ſtay here 
with his Wiſe, when - ſhe's dead; when there are ſo few Men 
who care for their Wives Company, while they are alive! 
Tim. My Reſolution: may ſeem ſtranger than it is; 1 will 
therefore tell you the Reaſon of it. Some time ago, my Wife: 
was very ſick (that curfed Geneva often made her ſo) then I 
fell tick with Grief; but ſhe ſoon recovering, I recover'd 
too. On this Occaſion, ſhe. told me, if I dy'd firſt, that the. 
ſhou'd break her Heart. Yet, ſhe is dead, and I, hard-hearted 


he WW and ungrateful Wreich, am here alive to ſpeak it. 
x.) + G. Baſy. 


ae 


G. Baſy. Poor Heart! he weeps like any rainy Day. But, 
Timothy, go on with your Tale. 

Tim. Let me but &7 my Eyes, and then I will. She ſaid that 
ſhe had heard of People that had been buried alive, and being 
troubled with Fits, thought, perhaps, that might be her Caſe. 

G. Coft. Ay, ay; we all know what ſort of Fits ſhe was 
troubled withal —— But, Mam for that. | [ Afode. 

Tim. And defir'd me, if I out-liv'd her, to let her be buried 
in her beſt Cloaths, and to watch the Grave the firſt Night all 
alone, nor to let the Body be cover'd till the Morning. | pro- 
mis'd to grant her Requeſt, and now will keep my Word. 
Nay, tho” the Ghoſts of all thoſe whoſe Bodies have been bu | 
ried here, ſhould riſe to drive me hence, I wou'd not leave the 


an 
Place till Morning. ; : | m 
G. Buſy. O terrible ! I ſhake like an old Barn in a windy Day, NV 
to hear him talk of it. . 0 
| | hi 
AIR XII. Oh that I was, and I wiſh that I were. 1 
4 K : tt: | I 
: | I al 
| : n 
| T 
Tim. Darkneſs and Death no Fear alarms, 2 

In them who Light and Life deſpiſe. 

Will Life reſtore ber to my Arms, 


Or Light reveal her to my Eyes? 
Then 0h, that I were, and 1 wiſh that I were, 
In the cold Grave where my true Love lies. 


G. Gab. This is downright Madneſs. 

Gaff. Gab, And we ſhall be as mad as he, to let him have his 
Will. Therefore, fince Perſuaſion won't do, Force muſt. 

_ Omnm. Ay, ay; let us carry him home by Force. 

Ga. Gab. Here, ſome of you help to hold him, while o- 
thers fill up the Grave. 

Tim. Hold, hold, Neighbours, and hear me ſpeak: If you 
fill up the Grave, and force me hence before I have perform'd 
my Promiſe, I will never eat, drink, or fleep more. 

Let. Oh dear! why that will be the Death of him. 

G. Caſt. To be ſure. | | 


Gaff. Gab. 
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GafF. Gab. Nay, then I'll have no Hand in it. 
G. Gab. Nor I. EST 
G. Coſt. Norl. | 
. G. Baſy- Perhaps we may bring our ſelves into Trouble a» 
pour If, | | 
G. Gab. I think we are in a worſe Quandary now than we 
were before. | | Ke Tg 
G. Coſt. What muſt we do in this Caſe? 
G. Buſy. Pray you now hear me ſpeak. "LF 
Omn. Ay, ay, let us hear Goody Buſy ſpeak. | 
G. Coſt. Ay, ay, ſhe's a notable Woman, and a Midwife, 
and knows what's fit, as well as any Woman in the Pariſh. 
= GC. Buſy. I ſay it is dangerous playing with edg'd Tools —— 
and we ought to do as we would 42 by — and it is ill 
medling between a Man and his Wife. And every honeſt | 
Man is as good as his Word, And the Will of the = 
Dead ought to be perform'd. Therefore, let us leave 
him to keep his Promiſe to his Wife. | 
7 . Ah, dear Heart! there ate not many like him. More 
is the Pity. | 
* Good Night, Timothy. Heaven preſerve you! Good 4 
Night. | : | 
er. O my dear Father! my dear Father! let me ſtay with you. 
Tin. No body ſhall ſtay with me. Lertice, be a-good Girl, 2 
and go home 3 NID { Keſſes ber. 
Plough. Come, you will let me lead you home, ſure. = 
Let. No ſure, but I won't. I'll have nothing to ſay to you, 
nor ſhall you have any thing to do with me. My Father won't -4 
make me marry you, for he always us'd to ſay that it was pity 4 
a good - natur'd Girl ſhould be forc'd. Y 


1c S 1 A; Or, 
AIR XIII. The Bells ſhall ring. 


q 


-  Gaff.: Gab. The Fair and Young, who ſigh alone, 
Tet are ſtill denying, 
Were Hutbanas all ſo conſtant grown, 
oa d be more complying. 
SG. Buſy. Priſs, Cis, Sue, Marg'ry and Nan, 
0 In the Morning early, 
With us ſhall come, to cheer the Man, 
Who lovw'd his Wife ſincerely. 
. Cho. The Bells muſt ring, 
x | And the Clerk muſt ſing, 
And the good old Wives muſt wind ut. 
Toru and I, 
And all muſt dye, 
And leave this World bebind as. 


SCENE X. Timothy. 


Now from the Fields the Labourers homeward go; each n 
one to kiſs his Wife, with ſweet Content. A good warm 
Supper, and a 5 make his Houſe bleſt as mine, d 
while Dolly liv'd. y Houle is now like the forſaken Barn, 
where the blind Howlet perches all the Day. The open 
Air, cold Ground, on which I fit, with none to talk to but 
the ſpeechleſs Dead, is all my Comfort now. I hate my own 


-— 


warm Thatch, Flock-bed and Neighbour's Chat, fince Dolly, i © 
the Flower of all my Joys, is gone. — Oh, how wretched is 
the State of Man 2 fl 
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AIR XIV. The Statejof Man. 
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A feeble Life, with Pain began, 
Expos d to great and numerous Moes: 
Jauch is the Infant State of Many, 
And with his Strength his Sorrow grows. 
ill his ſhort yet tedions Glaſs be run; 
Then he ends with Grief, who with Pain begun. 


Dol. Oh! [ Groans in the Grave. 
Tim. Mercy on me! — what Noiſe was that! —— Sure [ 
eard ſomething.— I think I did — perhaps I may hear it again 
No no—- nothing at all. — All is ſtill — It was only my 
Fancy. — I'll return to my Poſt. — | Dolly #pright in the Grave. 
O dear, O dear! what can be the meaniag of this! why do you 
Efrighten a Body ſo? — Was I not a good Husband to you while 
3 7 am I not performing my Promiſe to you now you 
are Dead? —- Why don't you lye {till in your Grave? — What 
is't you'd have? | | oth 
Dol. Hickup — Not a Drop more, — if you love me. 
Tim. It Moves -- and Talks! — What will become of me? 
Dal. l'm very cold. Where am I? — Sure this is a Church- 
yard. — This is a Grave too. — How came I here? 
Tim. O dear, O dear | | 
Dol. Who's that! Timothy! ------ Come, help me out. 
Tim. No, I thank you, you are Dead, and a Grave is the 
fitteſt Place for you. | 
Dol. I don't believe that. How came I dead! 
4 Why you dy'd with Drinking, and was buried to- 
night. : | 

Dol. I don't know any thing of the Matter; but, if I was 
dead, I am alive again. | | wy 

Tim, I wiſh you were. 

Dol. I tell you I am. Come hither and feel me. If you 
wou'd but feel me once, you wou'd be fatisfy'd. 

Tim. She was always given to lying I date not truſt her. 
Vet if ſhe ſhou'd be alive again I have a good Mind to 
venture. ¶ Aſide, going towards the Grave.) — Oh, ſhe has me, 
ſhe has me! | 

QC Dal, 
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Del. The Devil have you for a Cowardly, Cabbaging Rogy 
as you are. — What, are you afraid of your own Wife, Sicra\ 8 
Tim. Nay, now | am fure *tis my Dolly herfelf, and alive 
My dear, dear Jewel, don't be angry. Pen only my Fear 
Dol. Yes, yes, you wov'd have had me Dead. - You were 
Oniy aftaid I ſhou'd be alive again. 


AIR XV. The 23d of April. 


So unkind, and ſo unwilling to receive me again ? 


Tim. To my Heart the Blood's thrilling, to hear thee complain : 


Dol. Will you love me! 
Tim. For ever. | 

Can you doubt me? 
Dol. | No never. 


Amb. 0h tbe Pleaſure and Pain! 


Dol. I've had a ſtrange Eſcape! If you hadn't ſtay'd here, 
where ſhou'd I have been by this Time! I can't tell indeed 
but I believe *tis better as it is. 

Tim. O my Dear, how can you ſuſpect my Love? I hat 
rather have thee again, than be Lord of the Manor. ng 

Dol. I wou'd not forſake my 7:mothy, to be made a Lady. 
Tim. Will you go Home with me, and love, and live in 

Peace; and drink no more Drams, to fright me ſo? | 
Dol. Are you as glad as you ſeem to be! ate you willing to 


take me again ! 
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AIR XVI. I lire in the Town of Lynx. 
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Tim. The Bark in Tempeſts taſt, 
Will the deſpairing Crew 

Land on ſome unexpected Coaſt? 

Dol. Ay marry, and thank yon too. 
The Maid who dreams by Night 
S' bad left her Love ſo true, 

| Will ſhe awake to him and Light? 
Tim. Ay marry, and thank you too. 


D tba art wy happy Coaſt; 
Dol. And thou art my Love jo true? 
Tim. Return my Joy; 
Dol. Tate me, late loft; 


Amb. Ay marry, and thank you too. 


SOCENE- Ah Lettice. 


Mercy on me! Pm frighten'd out of my Wits! I dropt 
the Company going home, and came back again to fee how 
my poor Father did, and, as ſure as any thing, I ſaw my Mo- 
ther's Ghoſt go over the Style; and but that 1 know that my 
Father's Alive and here, I cou'd have ſworn that I had ſeen his 
100, —— What ſhall I do? My Father will be very angry if he 
ſhou'd know that 1 am Here; and yet I muſt ſpeak to him. 
Father, Father! ——Bleſs me, he is not here. Pam frighten'd 
worſe now than I was 'befare. Sure he is not fallen into my 
Mother's Grave. The Moon ſhines ſo direQly into it, that 
I can ſee him if he be. | Looks into the Grave, and fhrieks.} 
Dear, dear ! there's neither Father nor Mother! Bat let 
me think a little. If my Mother ſhou'd be Alive, after 
all. Ay marry, that wou'd fright me worſe than ſeeing 
twenty Ghoſts, for ſhe'll force me to marry Ned Plonghſbare. 
I hare Work, Poverty and Confinement ; and if I marry him, 
I ſhall have all three, 


IR 
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AIR XVII. As I fat at my Spinning Wheel. 


How happy is that Woman's Life, 
Who, fair and free, has Wealth in ſtore! 
But ob, bow wretched is the Wife, | 
That's doom'd to Work, and ſtill be Poor: 
To waſh, to brew, to card or reel, | 


Or ſtill to turn the Spinning Wheel? 
SCENE XII. Sr John, Jonathan, and Lettice. 


Jon. Sir, you may be as merry as you pleaſe with my 
Cowardice, but I think ſtill we had better have kept on our 
Horſes Backs, and have ventur'd our Necks thro” the Sloughs, 
than to have come thro” this plaguy Church-yard at this time 


o' th* Night. 
Sir Jobn. 


1 thin 
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Sir John, Ha, ha, ha ! — what, you're afraid of the Dead? 
_ don't like their Company. — Ah, Laud, a Ghoſt, 
a Ghoſt : | 
Sir Jobn. Get up, you Cowardly Raſcal, or 


Jon. O dear Sir, I can't, I can't. I'm frighten'd to Death. 
Sir John. Nay, if that be the Caſe — you, and the Ghaſt, 


if there be one, may be better acquainted preſently. I'll not 


ſpoil good Company. Farewel. 

Jon. O Lud, that's worſe than t'other. Pray don't leave 
me, and I will get up. | 
Str 27 Sure this Fellow's Folly has infected me too; for 

I ſee ſome body onder in White. — Take your 
+ * from before your Eyes, you Dog, or I'll cut em 
off. 

Jon. I will, I will. — O dear, dear Sir, there 'tis again. 

Sir John. Ceaſe your Impertinence, you Puppy, and let us ob- 
ſerve it. It ſeems to me to be a Woman; if ſo, ſhe mult be 
in Diſtreſs. I'll go and ſpeak to her. | 

Jon. O dear Sir, don't offer it. *Tis certainly the Devil, 
who knowing your Conſtitution, has turn'd himſelf into this 
Shape, on purpoſe to draw you into his Clutches. 

Sir Jobn. Away, Fool. Tg: [ Goes #0 her. 
Jon. Poor Sir 70 —— Poor Jonathan! —— When the 
Devil has run away with the Whore-maſter, what will become 
of the Pimp! I have follow'd this Maſter of mine to the De- 
vil, and there will leave him, to go the reſt of his Journey 
with his new Acquaintance, and try to repent and ſave one. 


{AIR XVII. The 0xfordfrire Tragedy. 
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My Maſter's Pimp and Favourite too 
In Liv'ry dreft of various Hye, 

Ia wanton Pride my Days ue ſpent, 
But now, alas, I muſt repent. 


Methinks 1 do it very ſcurvily. If I was ſure I was out of the 
Jevil's reach now, I am afraid the Remembrance of my paſt 
Sins wou'd give me more Pleaſure than Pain. And now 1 
look again, it does not appear ſo frightful as it did. They are 
very cloſe, — My Maſter _ it by the Hand. If it ſhou'd be 
| e a 


— 
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a Woman after all — as it certainly is — I have made a fine 
piece of Work on't truly. Now will they ſtrike up a Bargain 
without me, and I ſhall loſe my Fee for extraordinary Services, 
my Place as Pimp in ordinary, and my Reputation for ever. 
Ay, ay, tis ſo—— thus it goes. 


4 


In a Man's Voice. Charming, lovely Woman, I am in love 
with thet ; 


In « Woman's. Nay Sir, pjfh Sir, He Sir, ſure that ner 
ca be. 


In a Man's. Du re fo fair and charming, 

In a Woman's. Da ere ſo kind and free, 

Alternatively. Tos love, and I love, and you love, 
And I am in love with thee. | 


They are at it ſtill. He palms her, ſhe ſuffers it; he ſwears, ſhe 
lies; he ſtorms, ſhe yields; Victoria, Victoria, huxzah! 

Sir John. I ſee and pity your Diſtreſs; but, unleſs you conſent 
to go along with me, how can I relieve you? 

er. O dear Sir, you are the kindeſt Gentleman, I ſhall ne- 
ver have it in my Power to make you amends. 

Sir John. To ſerve any Perſon in diftreſs, much more a Wo- 
man, rewards itſelf. And if you are but half ſo kind as you 
are fair, you'll always have it in your Power to lay me under 
the greateſt Obligations in the World. | 

Let. I don't know what you mean by that, but I ſhall be 
very willing to be inſtructed, for I hate Ingratitude. 

| Sir Fobs. 
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Sir John. I hope you are ſingle, for it is a Prineiple with me, 


never to ask any Favour of a married Woman. For he who 


pays his Liberty for a Woman, deſerves to have her to him- 
ſelf. , 
Let. Nay, for that matter, I think, the Fools that are mar- 
ried are fit for no body but one anuther. For my part, I do, 
and always did, hate the Thoughts of a Husband. 

Sir Jobn. The moſt beautiful Woman, with the beſt natured 
Principles, that ever I met with in the whole Courſe of my 
Life. | 

Let. How he ſqueezes my Hand! I underſtand him — He 
is a fine Gentleman. — But I muſt not ſeem too forward 
neither. * N AA ſide. 


AIR XX. Young I am, and yet unskiffd. 
| "WEBS » | HP : WAY A. | 
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Young I am, and ſore afraid: 

Will you hurt a harmleſs Maid? 

In this Place I fear to ſtay, 

Fear with you to go away. 

Tell me, kind Sir, tell me true, 

What you will, and I muſt do: 
How ſhall I ſay, Yes or No? | 

Can I ſtay, can I ſtay, or dare I go? 


C 4 | AIR 
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AIR XXI. Flocks are ſporting. 
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Sir John. Faint denyin 
| 's half complying ; 

Whiſt the Strife tuixt Love and Shame 
Fans the Fire © oO 
Of Defire, 
Fans the Fire 
Of Defire, 

Till it crowns the Lover's Flame. 

Till it crowns the Lover's Flame. 


Jon, What ſhou'd you be afraid of, Madam ? If you and 
my Maſter ſhou'd break a Commandment together, - there's no 
manner of harm done; for Sir Jobn has a right to ſin ſcot- 
free himſelf, and make his Neighbours pay for it, as he's a 
Juſtice of Peace. | | 

Let. A Juſtice o' Peace! O dear, I'm fo afraid now that 
my Father ſhould come and ſpoil my Fortune. [ Afede. 

Jon. Bear up, Sir, and I warrant we carry her off betwixt us. 

Sir Fohn, But what ſhall we do with her? Let us get off as faſt 
as we can, for it is certainly the Devil, who, knowing my 
Conttitution, aſſumes this Shape, as the moſt likely way to draw 
me into his Clutches. . | 

Jon. Pox on his Memory. | LAlide. 

Sir J. Give me leave to lead you to the Style at the end of 


the Church yard, where my Horſes wait, and then 


Jon. Mount, Whip, Spur and away. Ha, Sir! 

Let. O dear Sir! —— What am I doing? Whither am 1 
going? Well, well, carry me where you will, and do with 
me what you pleaſe, for ſare you are a Civil Gentleman. | 

| AIR 
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AIR XXII. Once 1 loy'd a Charming Creature. 
"L EOS on. | 


— 


O ſhou'd wanton Fancies move you, 
Sbou d you prove a naughty Man, 
T ſhall think you never lov'd me; 
1 fhall hate you — if I can. 
But for my down, down, derry down, 
But for my down, down, derry down. © 
Sir John. Sbon d your Charming Beauty move me, 
Two d but prove that I'm a Man. 
Da fſhow'd believe I better lov'd yon: 
Try, then hate me if you can. 
Jon. Then for her down, down, derry down, 
| Hey for her down, down, derry down. 


The End of the Firſt Af. 
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| | Grew? Nigto b 
i Silent Night my Anguiſh knows : 
1 And the gay Morning 
1 MW or returning, 
il | Only lights me to new Woes, 
11 Tim. within. Only lights me to new Woes. 
| Sil. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 


Tim. within. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 


$i]. Sure Echo's grown enamour'd with my Sorrows, that 
thus ſhe dwells upon the plaintive Sound. 


Tim. within. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. 


Sil. Ha, this is ſomething more! Perhaps, ſome wretched 
Maid, like me by Love undone, has choſe yon gloomy Thicket 
to complain in; and kindly joins her — Notes with 
mine. I'll try again. 


Long EN T this Torture bear, 
Long muſt I love and deſpair ; 


What 
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What Life denies us 
Death ſupplies us; 
| Friendly Death, come end my Care. 
Tim: within. #riendly Death, come end my Care. 
Sil, Long maſt I this Torture bear. 


Tim. . Long maſt I, &c. 


It ſeems, indeed, the Voice of one complaining ; but one of 
that falſe, deceitful Sex, which only ſeems unhappy, when it 
wou'd make ours ſo indeed. Perhaps ſome buſy, prying 
Wretch, has ſtole, unheeded, on my Sorrows, and with ſcorn» 
ful Repetitions mocks my real Woes. 


SCENE II. Timothy, 404 Silvia. 


Tim. Forgive, fair Maid, an unhappy Man, who has 
wandred all the long Night, not knowing where he went, nor 
where to go. Tir'd with my Miſery and fruitleſs Labour, 
unable to go farther, I laid me down in yonder Thicket to 
complain. But, hearing your Voice, I have with much Dif- 
ficulty crept hither to enquire of you, after my loſt Daughter; 
as I muſt of all I meet, till I have found her. | 

Fil. Ts it a Child you have loſt! 

Tim. A dearly beloved and a loving Child. 

Sil. That is a Loſs indeed. | 

Tim. My Wife was buried laſt Night, and came to Life again, 
and while I went home with her, my Daughter was carryed 
away. | 

SA Your Story's very ſtrange. : 

Tim. Bat very true. 

Sil. I only ſaid that it was ſtrange, not that it was not true. 
I have heard of People, who, ſeeming to be dead, have yet 
reviv'd. That may have been her Caſe. 

Tim. I can't tell — It may be ſo — My Daughter is about 
your Age, but not ſo tall — Have you heard of any ſuch 
Perſon? | 

Sil. No, indeed. | 

Tim. She's loſt for ever, and I am the moſt miſerable Man 
in the World. . | | 
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AIR XXIV. Parſon upon Dorothy. 


To love my Wife, to boſe my Wife, 
To find my Wife again, 
Was Peace and ftrife, 
Has Death and Life, 
IWas Pleaſure and was Pain. 
In Hopes, and Fears, 
In Smiles, and Tears, 
Oar Days inconſtant flow ; 
But no End I ſee 
Of my Miſery, h 
Since Fortune proves my Foe 


Sil. You apprehend your Miſery much greater than it is; 


for, if ſhe be Virtuous, and Prudent, ſhe will find the Means 


to return. 
Tim. She may be kept by Force. She's very handſome 


What may ſhe not be forc'd to? 


Sil. Fear it not. Innocence is the Care of Heaven. Virtue 
will give her Reſolution to reſiſt Temptation, and Strength to 
oppoſe Violence ſhould it be offer d: Duty will teach her ſuch 


 Artifices as will be ſufficient to break thro? all Difficulties and 


Dangers, that Fraud or Force can raiſe to obſtru@ her in her 
Return. How fare you, Friend? Your Colour changes, 
and you look not well. 

Tm. Indeed I'm very fick, and faint. | 

Sil. Alas, poor Man! lend me your Arm, and let me lead 
you to yonder Bank; there you may repoſe your ſelf a while : 
My Father, who lives at a Farm hard by, will ſoon be here, 
who will, Pm ſure, aſſiſt you with any thing, that his poor 
Houſe aftords, or Power commands. | 

Tim. This Kindneſs to a Stranger, Heaven will reward. 


Si. Acts of Humanity reward themſelves. 
= : Tim. 
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Tim. I give you too much Trouble. 
Sil. They ſhew.themſelves unworthy of their Kind, who ſee- 
ing their Fellow-Creatures in Diſtreſs, take not a Pleaſure in 
relieving them. Are not All expos'd to Time and Chance? 


there's oft not the diſtance of an Hour betwixt the heighs of 
Happineſs aud depth of Miſery. | | 


* AIR XXV. Pohvart on the Green. 


25 


Sil. The ſweet and bluſhing Roſe 

Joon withers and decays. 
Tim. Short are the Joys Life knows, 

And few our happy Days. | 

Sil, The faireſt Day muſt ſet in Night ; 
Tin Summer in Winter ends; - 
Ambo. So Anguiſb ſtill ſucceeds Delight, 

| And Grief on Foy attend. 


SCENE III. To them, Welford and. Servant. 


Sil. Here is my Father. A good Morning to you, Sir. 

Your Bleſſing. WW 

Hel. Heaven bleſs my Child. 

Sil. Sir, here is an Object, that claims your Pity, and Aſ- 
ſiſtance. An honeſt Man diſtreſt; ſo fick and weak he is, that 

it would be too much trouble to him now to repeat the Tale 
of his Misfortunes. 

Wel. Tis enough that you, my Silvia, think he needs my 
Pity, to command all that's in my Power. Come, Friend, ac- 
cept of this Lad to guide and aſſiſt you —— Pl — 0 

| | ently 


ww. $1L V' 14; Or 
ſently — you ſhall find a hearty welcome, and all the Aſ- 


fiſtance I, or my Family, can lend you. 
Tim. With many Thanks I accept your Kindneſs. 


SCENE IV. Welford and Silvia. 


el. Silvia, your Lover tarried late laſt Night I have 
not ſeen you fince till now. Nay, never bluſh, and turn a- 


way —— he propoſed Marriage, did he not? 


Sil. O Father, why did you ever ſuffer him to talk of Love, 


or me to hear him? 
Hel. There is no Shame in virtuous Love. The moſt mo- 


deſt Vigo may hear, and may return it too, without a Bluſh. 
Hel. Why weeps my Child? What mean theſe , and 


* 


All theſe EI as if thy Heart would 
$4. O, 4 have cauſe to weep, deſpair, aud die; for I have 


heard from the Man, who ſwore = thouſand times he lov'd 


ane, the Man I tov'd, the Man you bid me love, ſuch vile 


Propoſals. —— . 

We. O! Lam ation Fire — fay, Silvia, what did he pro- 
Sil. Wut is not fit for you to hear, nor me to ſpeak. = 
Wel. Then the Villain has dared to attempt thy Innocence 
and Virtue? | 


AIR XXVI. Now, now comes on the glorious Year. 


When tempting Beauty is the Prize, 
Intemperate Youth, raſh and unwiſe, 
Laws buman and divine deſpiſe, 

Not thinking what they're doing ; 
Bat did abey make the Caſe their own, 
AI Child, or Sifter thus undone, 
With Horror flruck, they ſure would ſpan, 
Nor tempt ſuch dreadful Ruin. Sil, 


2 
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Sil. Vain of his Wealth, and his ſuperior Birth, with bold, 
neentious Freedom he rail'd on Marriage; then talk'd to me 
of Love, Enjoyment, and eternal Trath; endeavouring, byim- 

ſing on my 7 to render me vile as his own Eads. 

ore he talk'd of Eftates and Settlements, and 41 know not 


what; and More he would have ralk'd; but I, with juſt Indigna- 


tion fired, few from his hited Preſence. | 
AIR XXVII. One Evening as 1 lay. 


2 
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Ab me" unhappy Adaid, 
How wretched is my Fate ? 
Deceiv d thus, and betray'd, 


To love where I ſhould hate. 


ben Hope has fled aur Breaſt, 
To rob u of our Neft, 9 


Wil. I win revenge thee, thou excellent Maid; 1 will re- 


venge thee on him, my ſelf, and all that ever wrong'd ther. 
Sil. Alas! Sir, I wam no Revenge; or if I did, whateould 
you do againſt a Man ſo powerful ?— the Attempt would 


prove your Ruin. Let me not ſee him — let him not inſult 


me with his Preſence -— by that means to be ſecur'd from 
new Injuries, is all the Vengeance I deſire. 


Hel. He never ſhall, ualeſs he comes with deep Remorſe 


and humble Penitence to ask your Pardon, and make you Re- 
paration. | 


Sil. 


| 
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Sil. Let him not come at all. The Man, who takes Advan- 
tage from a Maid's mean Condition to attempt her Virtue, can 
never make her Reparation. 

Hel. I fear you hate him then. 

Sil. Why ſhould you fear it? You methinks ſhould wiſh it 
rather. TwWas long before my Heart was taught to love him, 
and by the Pain his Cruelty gives me I fear "twill be much 
longer ere it will learn to hate him. 

el. Vil go and give Orders that Care be taken of the 


Stranger, and then Pl! fee this mighty Man, who, by a vile 


Abuſe of his Power, has dared to wrong me thus. Thou'ſt 
Reaſon indeed for thy Anger ; but grieve not, my Silvi. I can 
and will defend thee. | | 


n 
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For our Poultry and Flocks we oft break aur Repoſe, + 
To defend them from Foxes and Kites, their known Foes; 
We our Children muſt guard from worſe Vermin than thoſe, 
Which no Body can deny, &c. | = 


SCENE V. Silvia: 
My Fatherbad me not to grieve — happy for me could I in that 


obey him. In all the height of his Paſſion he never commanded 
me to hate the injurious Author of my Woes. Indulgent Pa- 


tent! He knows that tis not in my Power, and wou'dn't impoſe 


on me a Task impoflible. Anſwer his Kindneſs then with equal 
Fortitude, and bear, without Reproach, thoſe IIls thou canſt 
not cure. To aſſert the Di 


Such of injur'd Virtue, tho” in an 
humble State, be then my Care, and leave the reſt to Heaven. 


AIR 
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a | AIR XXIX. Fond Echo. 
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m ; As wretched and mean, we. deſp iſe | 
= The Vic icious, their Wealth, and high State ; 5 
3 2 The loweſh, in Virtue, may riſe, 
oſe 271 Virtue alone makes us great. 
= The hoarſe Peacock, tho“ gaudy and gay, 


, Sweeps the Earth with his Train, tho ſo a. 5 
While the Lark, in his humble Array, 
Soars warbling to Regions of Light, 


SCENE VI. A Room in Sir John's Houſe. 


R Enter Betty. 


"IP Sir John lies beyond his uſual Hour he likes his 
new 854. fellow. O the * of ſome People 


Here: 
_ 3 


34 E A; Or, 

Here, in his own Houſe under my Noſe, as *twere ——. 
to bring his T rollops. Nay, to oblige me to wait upon her 
too atm the Ded for em! —— What, make a Bawd of 
me? ou could fire the Heuſe, to be made à Bawd of 
at theſe Years. he impudent Creature too to lie with 4 
Man the firſt time he ask'd her. I wonder Sir Jobe isn't 
aſham'd' of himſelf! — to take up with ſuch a forward Drab — 
At firſt, I'm lure, he did not find me fo eaſy, —— Well, I've 
been a Foo); bur, if it was to do again | 


- 


AIR XXX. Young Philander woo'd me long. 


Harmleſs Maids, of Men beware, 
When they're tempting you to Evil; 
Tho' their Flatt'ries charm the Ear, 
To be forſaken is the Devil. | - 
Un-wed, ne'er conſent to do it ; 
Truſt no falſe deſigning Fellow + 
Vireint pluckt, lite other bruit, 
Loſe their Reliſh, and grow mellow. 


SCENE 


NE 
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8c EN. E VII. To ber, Jonathan. 


Betty. O Fonathan ! Sit John is a barbarqus, Man to me; but 
you remember, I hope, . befare you know what paſſed, you 
bid me fear nothing, for you were ready to marry me at any 
time. 40 | | 
Jon. Ay, ay, very likely, Child. But did Sit Jab» promiſe 
— 8 you know what paſsd, but what he has fince 
perform . 42:08 i | 

Betty. Yes, he did, to be ſure. —— He promis'd to love me 
always. But, what o'that? if he be a Gentleman, and above 
keeping his Word, I hope that it is no Shame for poor People 
to be honeſt ? 2 bo. 

Joy. The greateſt in the World, Child, Why, it would be 


my Perquiſites. | <= 
AIR XXXI. Gredt Lord Frog, and Lady Mouſe. 


* 
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At Table thus my Maſter feeds; 
"TI be has done, I lock on; — 
When the Second Courſe ſneceeds, © 
The firſt is left, like you. 
As I in Love my Maſter ſerve, 
Sure, I don't fo ill deſerve, 
Tho' enough remains, to ſtarve 2 4 
I ſeize you as my Due. ., 
D 2 Berry. 
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Betty. O Jonathan, ſure you won't uſe me as my Maſter 


has done! 


Fox. I can't tell; I'll uſe you as well as I can; perhaps you 
may have no reaſon to repent of the Exchange. 
Betty. Becauſe I've been my Maſter's Fool, do you think LI 
be yours? Lt D . 182 

Jor: £8. _ | 

Berty. You're Impudent, and — — 
Jon. You like me the better tor't. 

Betty. Now I'm downright angry with you. 


AIR XXXH. Dear Pickaninvy. 
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Betty. Be gone, Sir, and ſiy me. 
Jon. How can you deny me ? 
Fen Be kind, and once try me. 
Betty. Ne er talk of it more. 
Jon. Come, grant my Defire, 
Betty. I your Rudeneſs admire. 
Jon. To your Chamber retire, 
Berty. Sir, there is the Door. 


Je "= [They ſing the following Stanza toge ther.] — 


Jon. Come, grant my Deſire. 
Betty. I' not grant your Deſire. 
Jon. I your Beauty admire. 
Betty. I your Rudeneſs admire. 
Jon. To your Chamber retire. 
Betty. By your ſelf, pray, retire. 
Jon. Love, there is the Door. 
Berty. Sir, there is the Door. 


[Exit Betty, on * Side, ſhuttin the Door than 
who goes off on the other.] : bg: 
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Let. When youthful May adorns the Year, © 


The Earth is gay, the Heav'ns are clear, 

Aud the long Days ſcarce yield to Night : 

The Groves with Vernal Muſick ring, 
Beneath our Feet freſh Odours ſpring, 

2 Hoey revels in Delight: 

Life, Youth is the Bloom of May; et 

733 laugh, we ing, we ſport, we play; + a 
And every rolling Hour ſupplies, 

Some neu, and ſome untaſted Joys, 

And all the various Scenes are bright. 


Let. How fine I am? All over Lace, and Holland, and Silk, 
and Silver! How pretty I look, too! Nay, I always 
thought; my ſelf too good for a r s Daughter. And ſince ! 
find what m Favours are worth, Ill be cunning, and get as 
much for em as I can, that I may never work, nor be poor a- 
gain. 


SCENE Bc: To her, Sir John. 


Sir Jobs. Don't you wonder at your own Beauty? Dreſs'd, 
or Undieſs'd, Night, or Day, you're always charming. 
Let. Let me alone: Why do you ſtare upon a Body ſo? I 
can't bear to ſee you, I am ſo aſham'd. -- 
Hir Jobn. Kind Innocent, yet charming Creature, that has 
the Art to pleaſe beyond all her Sex, that I ever knew, yet 
ſeems to know nothing of it. Laſt Night ye wamon 
at lan Rogue 8 


Was Oh! you're a fad Man. 
1 AIR 
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AIR XXXIV. Alas what mean I, fooliſh Maid? 
ie 3 X 


O fye! how could you ſerve me ſo? 
You naughty Man, pray, let me go, 
hat from you I may run; | N 
But ſhould Igo, I fear "twere vain, 4 
For ſoon'T fhoald return again, 2898 
Zo be by you undone. | 


Sir Jobn. Never were Tempers better ſuited. This Girl is as 
much a Libertine in the Affairs of Love, as my ef; only ſhe 
don't ſeem fo well acquainted with her on Conſtitution, as 
ta be able to give any Account of the Matter. —- It's pure 
Nature in her; like ſome lucky Quacks, who, tho' they know 
nothing of the Theory, yet praQtiſe with ſurprizing Succeſs. 


AIR XXXV. Muſing, I late oh Windſor Terras fate, 


0 
aid th. je "I * _— _—_ 


2» 


* 
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The lovely, blooming Creature, 
Charming in evry * Ne 
: — moving, Px; 
N 142proumpg, 
. — When foe fe Nature: 
But O] the pleaſing Smart, 
That thrills thro g Pr. 2 
| When poſſeſſing, EY 
Kiſſing, preſſing, 1 
Paſſion i improv'd by Art. 


8 CEN E. X. To them, Jonathan. 


Jon. Sir, your Hagour's Tenant, Farmer Helford, is come 
to wait upon you. b - G 


* 


5 4 
x a 
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Let. But, will they obe me? IT anno. 

Sir John. Ay, or you ſhall change them for fuch as will. 

Let. Then | ſhall-be a Mistress indeed. 1 1 
Sir Joby. Thou art the Miſtreſs .of my Lie and Fortvne 3 


for a Moment, dear Creature, farewel. 253 ee 


I Dei Sir, good by SW. 


38 08E NE XII. Lattice. 
I'm now a Lady indeed... A fine Hooſe, fige Cloaths, and 
028 


Servants to command. And this Sir is the fineſt, hand- 
ſomeſt Gentleman. Not that I care for him, any more 
than I ſhould for any Body oh, that would bunt make a Gentle- 
woman of me. But I muſt take care never to let him know 
that, for it is for my Intereſt that he ſhoyld love me. Beſides, 
now I am a Gentlewoman, I fiud, I ſhould like mightily to be 


Aamir d by erer body, aud care for no body. | 


* 


2 ' 0 
* 6 - 1 - . « * } 4 * 
8 GEN ö 5 
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SILVIA; o, 
AIR XXXVI. When Chee we iy. 


W, e Women appear. 
Now kind, now ſevere, 
As Intereſt for either doth call; 


„ If we ſtay, and comply, 
1 F we fly, and deny, 
[ Ie all Artifice, all; tis Artifice, Artifice all. 


SCENE XIII. Lettice and Betty. 


Mi | Betty. Madam, Breakfaſt is ready for you. | 
= | Let. Is it ſo, Mrs. Mizks? but how do you know whether 
| I am ready for that? 
1 Betty. 1 ſuppoſe Sir Fob» knows, Madam. He order'd me 
i to get it ready as ſoon as I could. 
Let. Where is it? How did you know but that I would have 
I had it here in my own Chamber ? 
"1 Betty. Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can ſoon fetch it, for 
1 that matter. 
wi Let. Come back; where is the Wench going ? You're 
mighty S057 to obey without Orders, * to run without * 


ing 
SCENE XIV. Betty. 


My Chamber! — and Mint! — How the aukward Trapes 
takes upon her already? Sir John acts like a Gentleman, truly. 
-———- To ſuffer me to be huff d, and abns'd by this — — I den't 
know what to call her bad enough. PH not bear it, that's poz. 
I have let Farmer Welſerd know what a Life my Maſter leads. 


That'll make pure Miſchief ; tor he loves the Daugh. 
l ter 


on't 
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ter ſo well, that he dares not diſoblige the Father. Ay, there's 
2 Girl, who, tho' but the Daughter of a poor Farmer, by her 
Prudence in keeping the Fellows at a Diſtance, has as many Ad- 
mirers as there are Gentlemen in the County. Upon that ſin- 

le Point turns the Happineſs or Miſery of a Woman's 
Lite. But how few of us have the Wit to find this out till it 
is too late! | 


AIR XXXVIL Room, Room for a Rover. 


ER FALLS 


r os 


 Frail's the Bliſs of Woman, . 
Fleeting as a Shade; © 
- While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſſes we're made: | 
mm — Oar Favorrs wanting, „ 7 


N 


NA n Ruin d by our granting; | p — — Us 
We yo Favour find. — | 


To their Wants we're kind; 


Ml 


Birdi, for kind complying, 1 N 
Tove their Females more; 2 
We're lov'd for denying, 
e Scorn'd whe 1 oe implore. 2 —_— Wes 
2 While on cb ry Tree, N y 
Cherry, Cherry, ſing the ſmall Birds; © 
Terry, Terry, ſing the black Bird m: 
Haappier far than we. | , 


e 


SCENE XV. Sir John and Welford. 


Wel. Sir Jobs, iho' from yout late Behaviour I'm convinc'd 
that you look upon me as a Wretch, whom in the Wantonneſs 


of your Wealth and Power you may injure without Dan- 
ger, yet, I mult tell you, that 'tis baſe to wrong a poor Man, 


meerly 


\ 


42 Bern 08, 
meerly becauſe he is ſo; and not always ſo ſafe as you may 
imagine. tus th.” 
2 Fobs. I little expected ſuch an Accuſation from any Man, 
much leſs, H/elford, from you; whatever other Faults I may 
have, Pride and Cruelty, I thank Heav'n, are Strangers to my 
Nature. If you are uneaſy that your Leaſe is unrenew'd, the 
Fault is in your f=If, you might have had it done at any time, 
upon your applying to me. ee 
Wel. E is not that which I complain of; tho? your refufing 
it be the Ruining me and my whole Family, yet as it is a Matter 
of Courteſy, not Right, you are at your Liberty. But that 
is not what I now come to ſpeak of. 8 5 
Sir Fobn. My Love of Pleaſure has not ſo far wafted my E- 
ſtate, or debauched my Principles, as to tempt me to wrong any 
Man, much leſs the Poor. The leſs they have a Right to, the 
greater Neceſſity there is of preſerving them in the quiet Poſſeſ- 
ſion of that, Right. | | 1 
Hel: Are not out Children the beſt and deareſt Part of our 
Properties? Is there a Monarch in the Univerſe that does not 
eſteem an Heir to his Crown dearer than the Crown he wears? 
Nature is alike in all. The meaneſt Wretch, who daily labours 
for the Bread with which he feeds his poor Offspring, loves them 
as much as the greateſt King can his. 


AIR XXXVIII. On yonder high Mountain. 


* 


T be powerful Law of Nature 5 
Dat Savage Tygers hin; 
bat fierce or cruel Creature, 


But ts its Young is ln 
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By Hunger ſtrong oppreſrd. 
Love confeſſing, 
X : Srill careſſing: | tet 0 510 
+ | Shall Max do leſs than they? * 


Sir Jahn, I have a Daughter. D 

So 66 % ̃ T EET 
45 True, the is fair; but her Beauty is ber leaſt Perfe- 
ion. | - ZN : 
Sir John lu the Bloom of Youth ſhe hath Wiſdom, Prudence, 
and Modeſty, beyond what I have obſery'd in the moſt venera- 
ble Old Age. %%% , ma 

Mel. And to crown all, an inflexible Virtue; that ſets her as 


much above Temptation from Flattery, Wealth, or Power, as 


they are beneath her «rue. Value. | | 

Sir Febn. She is, indeed, the Phexix of her Sex. * 

Mel, Tis no Boaſting, but modeſt Truth in a Father to ſay 
ſhe is. Then where is your Judgment, or Gratſtude? Have 
not preferr'd you to many Gentlemen of ſuperior Merit and 
Fortune, in your Addreſſes to my Sahara? © © nt 

Sir J. Town the Obligation, and —— but that I am re- 
ſolv'd never to matry. 3 I 

Wel. Not marry, Sit! Why *tis.a_Debt due to your An- 
ceſtors ——- you are the Medium *tywixt them and Poſterity, 
which in you mult Fail unlels prevented by 2 prudent andumely 
Choice; and an ample Eſtate, obtain'd by their Induſtry, be 
poſſeſs'd by Strangers to their Blooe. | 

Sir John. As to my Anceſtors, they have had their time, as 
I now have mine; they liv'd to pleafe themſelves, and fo will 
I. As to Poſterity, I ſhall not trouble my ſelf about what 1 


know nothing of, and which may or may not be, notwithſtand- 


4 4 


ing all the Care we can take about it. 


Wel. Since I find, what I hop'd had been only the Warmth 
of Youth, to be Principles with you, jou are juſtly accounta- 
ble for their Gonſequences. J 

Sir John, Notwithſtanging your preſent. Circumſtances, I 
look upon you as a Gentleman. In your Youth, as a Soldier 
of Fortune, you had Opportunities of knowing the World be-. 


| yond moſt Men; which, join'd to your good Senſe and juſt 


Obſervation,qualifies you to give Advice the beſt of any Man T 


know. And J appeal to your own Experience, whether Mar- 


riage be not a ſtate of Life, attended with innumerable Cares, 
Diſappointments, and Inquietudes? | 

Mel. "Tis true I have found it fo ; and you, by your living ſo 
many Years in my Houſe in your Youth,was frequently an Fa 
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witnefs of this ſad Truth: And I further confeſs that my ſe- 
cret Troubles (which were the greater for being ſo) far ex- 
ceeded all that ever were viſible; but thoſe are not eſſential to 
2 married State, but might have been prevented by a more pru- 
dent Choice. But as it was, one darling Child, not only made 
them eaſy, but far o' er- paid them all. [Tho' Heaven knows 
that Chiid is now my greateſt Trae © [Ade 
Sir Jobs. It is not the Lot of every Man to be Father to a 
Silvia. The ill Conveniences of Marriage are certain, the Ad- 
8 precarious, therefore I determine to perſevere in my 
reedom. | | N 


AIR xXXIX. A Country Life is feet: 


4s 
a anml 

WmrYr al 
D 


Free from Confinement, and Strife, 
Til plow' thro? the Ocean of Life, 
To ſeek neu Delights, | 
_ Where Beauty invites, 
But neer be confin'd to a Wife. 
De Man that is free, 2 "© ME 
Like a Veſſel at Seas, | x 
After Conqueſt and Plunder may ram; 
42 But when either's conſin d, 
: By Wife, or by Wind, ' 
The for Glory defign'd, 
No Advantage they find, 
But rat in the Harbour at home. 


Hel. How falſely do you reaſon ? Lewdneſs is a Gulph 
which ſwallows up the Lives and Fortunes of all who ven- 
ture into ir. And ſuch will be your Fate, if you purſue the 
Couric you ate now ingap'd in. 1 oF 


* 
E 


have cloath'd your Complaints in ſofter Language. 


Earth, and Everlaſting Happineſs hereaft 
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Sir John. I ſhall run the Hazard, ſpite of your wiſe Admo- 


-nitions. | 


Hel. At your own Peril be it then. Have I ſuppreſs*'d myjuſt 
Reſentment thus long, to expoſtulate with thee for this? You 
would be thought a Man of Humanity and Honour — was 
not your late villanous Attempt upon my Daughter's Virtue 
a notorious Inſtance of both? Nay, Sir, you may ſtart, and 
frown, and bite your Lips, if you pleaſe, — I repeat it a- 
gain, your villanous Attempt. 5 

Sir Fobn. Conſidering who I am, and what you are, ſup- 
poſing I had been to blame, *twou'd have become you to 

Wel. No Words are ſtrong enough to expreſs. your Baſe- 
neſs and my Wrongs. 2 855 | 

=O. Had the worſt you ſeem to apprehend been accom- 

liſh'd —— | | — 3 
n Wel. Confound thy prophane Tongue for ſuch a Suppoſition. 

Sir Jobn. Your Inſolence and Outrage would tire the Pati- 
ence of 8 Angel. Is not your Daughter virtuous and chaſt 
as ever? 

Wel. The Excellency of her Vittue, whom you would have 


tuin'd, but 2 wy GE. 


Sir Jobn. The mighty Ruin you talk of was but to have de- 
voted my Life and Fortune to her Pleaſure, which ſure was 
ſufficient to have kept her from Contempt, and her Beauty 
would (till have been as much admir'd as ever. 

Wel. After the Loſs of Virtue, Beauty and Fortune, like a 
fair and ſumptuous Monument erected upon a bad Man's Grave, 
ſerve only to perpetuate Infamy, and make it more extenſive. 

Sir John. What is it that you'd wiſh your Daughter? 

Wel. I wiſh her Innocence, Peace, tune with Fame on 


er; but you'd make 


them all impoſſible to her. f 

Sir John. She may (till be happy. 

Wel. And ſhall, in ſpite of thee. Fond Fool that I was! 1 
thought to have made you the happy Inſtrument to have ad- 
vanced her to that Luſtre and Rank in Life her Merit claims ; 
but you have render'd your ſelf unworthy of that Happineſs 
and Honour; and notwithſtanding all my Dotage on thee, you 
now force me to curſe the Parent that begot thee, the Womb 
that borethee,and the Hour that gave thee to. the Light; for thou 
haſt added to the Wrongs of Silvia, haſt pierc'd her Heart 
with new unthought of Sorrows-—— TI have ſeen her flowing 
Tears, heard her ſad Sighs and foft Complaints for thy Iugra- 
titude, unworthy as thou art. 8 

Sir Fohn. O Welford! Father! did ſhe weep and ſigh for 


me ? O let me fly to throw me at her Feet! 1 cannot bear to 


hear 


e 


hear her Sorrows told. But oh! to ſee her 7 
die with Tenderneſs before her 7 forely'l that 
been ſo happy, or: ſo wretched... 


AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw. 


- 


. 


I could not have thought. 1 bad 
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Reign, Silvia, Reign ;; 
The Rebel quits bis Arms e 
Dur Power's compleat, 
And I ſubmit 
To your Vidorious Charms. 
The pleaſing Pain, 
The gentle Chain, | 
That #onſtant Hearts unite, 
Such Foy beſtows, 
That Freedom knows 
No ſuch fencere Delight. 
i friver, and I burn, 
I truempb, and 1 moxru, 
I faint, I die, 
Until I fly 
Her Paſſion to return; 
Bat O, I fear, 
Too fierce to bear 
The mighty Foy will be, 
Aud Love's keen Dart, 
Fixt in my Heart, 
Prove that of Death to me. 


Wl. 
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hall!!! Fel. Whither would you go? „„ 
bad Sir John. Whither but to Silvia? to Silvia much wrong'd, 
but morebelov'd ; to the loving, mourning Silvia. _ 

Vel. To what end? pf ts 

Sir Fobn. To implore her Patdon, to expell her Griefs, to 
vow eternal Love, eternal Truth. Rk 155 

Wel. And if ſhe conſents to ratify thoſe Vows by marry- 

ing — Ha! he ſtarts; a crimfon Bluſh oferfpreads his guilty 
Face. Wouldſt thou again abuſe my fond Credulity? I here 
renounce all Friendſhip with thee, and forbid all future Con- 
verſe with my Silvia. If by my Conſent you ever ſee her Face 
again, may Heaven renounce me ; if to revenge her Wrongs 
and puniſh you, I ſpare my ſelf, may —- 
Sir John. O ſtop thy Imprecations, thou raſh ald Man; for 
know, I cannot, will not live without my S:/via's Sight. Un- 
ſay what thou haſt ſworn —— I never will again abuſe my 
Truſt —— never again will I repeat my Offence, 

Wel. With me you've ſinn'd paſt all Forgiveneſs. 

Sir John. Tho? I ever lov'd thy charming Daughter, yet till 
this Hour I never knew how much. Make me not deſperate, 
for if you do, by all the Pains I feel, there's no Revenge ſo 
cruel, but III purſue, to make thy Miſery, if poſſible, to equal 
mine; eje& thee from thy Farm; expoſe. thee to Want, and 
Wretchedneſs, and i ; 

Wel. Ha, ha, ha! 1 | 

Sir John. Fury and Madneſs! my Submiffion rejected! my 
Paias inſulted ! and my juſt Reſentment langh'd ate 


AIR XLI. Gillian. of Croydes. 


n 


* ed 
1 F 
Since you deſpiſe my Power, 


Thou" dowbl i'd with Want and 4 

Til make ww — the fatal Hoar, n 

Du ſcorn'd my Love, and urg d my Rage. 
Shall I to my Vaſſal bend? —_— 
Hben the weak with the ſtromg contend, 
4 his own Head he plucks be Knin, | | 
_— » uſt Revenge purſmng, = | 

TA Will cru _ before 1 2. ” „„ 


| 


| AIR XLII. Heigh Boys up go we. 
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Wel. In vain you ſtorm, and threaten higb; 
. He's weak, whoſe Cauſe is wrong : 
When we your boaſtive Power ſhall try, 
Yow' ll find that Right is ſtrong. 
A wirtuous. Maid, 
Wrong'd and betray'd, 
Shall thy Deſtraction prove; 
- There's no Defence, 
Like Innocence, 


Nor Curſe like lawleſs Love. 


SCENE XVI. Welford's Houſe. 
Silvia, and Betty. | 


Betty. Nay, for that matter, I've told your Father already, 
and he ſcem'd ſo little concern'd at it, that it put me out of all 
Patience. So thought I, perhaps he won't tell Mrs. Silvia, 
and, juſt as thought, ſo it happen'd; ſo thought I, I'll e'en 
go and tell Mrs. Sn my ſelf. | 3 

5 Oh! | | - [Afide, 

Madam, 
Sil Alas = 
etty. What did you ſay? 

Sil Did I ſay wy thing ? 

Berty. I thought you did. | „ 

Sil. Not that I know of. Oh! how ſhall I conceal my Tor- 
tures from this buſy, prying Creature! [Alide. 
Betty. But Mrs. Silvia, don't you think this Sir John a hor- 
tible ſort of Man? 55 

Sil. All appear ſuch to me, who fall from Virtue. | 

Betty. Virtue ! Why he minds me no more than we do at 
old Sweetheart, when we have gor a new one. | 

Sil. The tireſome Impertinent ! When ſhall I have Freedom 
to complain? CA ſide 
- Betty. And then he's ſo fond of her — Madam muſt have 
this, and Madam mnſt have that, and Madam muſt have 
other ; and this isn't good enough, and that isn't fine enough, 


and 


F 


| her Eyes out. 


and other isn't rich enough for her. O it would make one 
diſtracted to ſee it! The impudent Strumpet — I could tear 


AIR XLII. Young Corydon and Phillis. 
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My Rage is paſt conceiving; 

I ftorm and curſe my Fate, 
To vhink ſhe's ſtill receiving | 

Such Wealth and Pleaſures great, 
And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not, 

What I dare not, what I dare not name. 


| But our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his Maſter; O 


there's a precious Couple of em! — but as I was faying, our 
Jonathan, who is Sir Jobn's Cabinet-Counſellor, ſays my Ma- 
ſter loves no body from his Heart but you; and therefore the 


beſt of it is, her Reigu is like to be but ſhort. 


Sil. When Women do thoſe things, for which upon Re- 
f:&ion they ought to hate themſelves, ' they can't expect that 
Men will love them long = 

Betty. Why as you fay, Mrs. Silvia, that Woman that a, a 
(1 dow't very well underſtand her tho*, but I ſuppoſe that 
means that Sir Job» ſhould 16ve no body but her (elf) Hide. 
But what were you ſaying, Mrs. Silvia? | 

$i]. That ſhe who parts with her Virtue, parts with the only 
Charm, that makes a Woman truly lovely; and ſhe may well 
expect, for ſhe deſerves, to be deſpis d. 

Berty.: She ſpeaks plain enough now truly: [A/ide.]— Yes, 
as you ſay, one can't hate that impudent Creature too 
much. | | : 

Sil. If ſhe be ſuch, as you have deſcrib'd her, ſhe is miſera- 
vn, and, whatever ſhe may deſerve, as ſuch I ſincerely pity 
er. | : 5 


E > a 
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AIR XLIV. Strephon, when you ſee me fly. 
Q_ 2 | 
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Where can gentle Pity meet 

So fit a Jubject for her Grief ? 
Sure that Miſery's compleat, | 
. When Time, and Death yields no Relief. 
Death from leſſer Illi may ſave ; © A 
Shame extends beyond he Grave. 


Betty. Well, I'll ſtay no longer; ſhe's enough to put one out 
of Conceit with ones ſelf. [A ſide.] Mrs. Silvia, I hope you 
believe that what I have told you is nothing but the Truth. 

Sil. Wou'd I con'd nor, | [ Afede. 

Betty. But I beg you to take no manner of Notice. 

Sil. You may be aſſured I never will. May it ever remain 
unknown; if they are guilty, they may yet repent; which if 
they do, Heaven innocent and gracious will forgive; the e- 
qually guilty World, never will; if they are innocent, what 
ab pl ſhall I do, what Guile contract, by propagating Fal- 
ſhoo 

Betty. Yes, yes, as you ſay — beſides I ſhould be turn'd 
out of Doors; and you know twould vex a body to loſe 
ones Place for ſuch a, a, a—— but I've told you what ſhe is, 
and ſo Mrs. Silvia your Servant. —— What a way ſhe has of 
talking? She gives one ſuch Rubs, and yet does not ſeem to 
know it neither. I don't like her; but if ſhe does but hold her 
Tongue I'm ſafe enough. I've made a pure deal of Miſchief, 
I don't doubt, for I'm ſure ſhe's nettled, for all ber Gravity. 


AIR XLV. A Wealthy Merchant's Son. 
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She who, when ſhe'd pleaſe 
Finds 3 1 ; 
Others Pain gives ber Eaſe, 

Thy ſhe's Feſaken, Since 
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Since he diſdains my Love, 
_ New Beanties courting, 
His lafting Plague Þ ll prove, 
Pl ſpoil his Sporting. 
SCENE XVII. Silvia. 

Sil. She's gone, the buſy Impertinent is gone, whoſe pain- 
ful Preſence check'd my ſtruggling Griefs; and now my ſwoln 
Heart, and ready Eyes, may burſt with fighing, and o*erflow 
with Tears! O Freeman, Freeman! I thought thy former Baſe- 
nels, thy vile Attempt upon my injur'd Honour, had givin me 
all the Pains you could infli, or I endure; but Jealouſy, that 
burning Cauſtick to a Mind wounded by Love and Injurics be- 
fore, to Torture adding Torture, Pain to Pain, gives Agonies 
never to be conceiy'd till they are felt. | 


AIR XLVI. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe. 
ED W | 2 


Still to ſigb, to pine, and langniſb, 
Still to weep and wiſh in vam, 
Still to bear increaſing Anguiſh, 
Ever hopeleſs to complain | 
Thus to Sorrow never ceaſing, 
Ia helpleſs Victim prove; 
Ever full, and flill increaſong, 
Are the Pains of jealous Love. | 
E ACT 


. 


SCENE 4 Grove. 


Silvia, Welford. 
ATR XLVII. Midſummer Wich. 
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Sil. \ V HEN fatt'ring Love, and ſtern Deſpair, 
At once invade the Virgin's Breaſt, 
The meeting Tydes reiſe Tempeſts there, 
The rolling Storm deſtroys her Reſt. 
Bright Innocence, unerring Guide, 
Lead me where Peace ſerenely reigns ; 
If gloomy Death her Manſions hide, | | 
PII ſeek her there, to loſe my Pains, Wel. 


* 
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Wel. Still fighing !— Still in Tears! In-ſoft and gen- - 
tle Murmurs ſtill complaining ! Yet ſhe, innocent even in Thought 
of any Guilt, that might deſerve a Poniſhment ſo fevere, accu- 
ſes not the Heavens, nor Me, nor Him, the cruel Author of 
her Woes. No Storm of Rage ruffles her lovely Face; no 
Thought of Vengeance ſwells her beating Breaſt ; Virtue, Le, 
and Grief, ſo amply fill her Mind, there is no Room for any ru- 
der Gueſt. Never did Paſſion in a Female Breaſt ran with ſo. 
deep, ſo ſtrong, ſo ſmooth a Stream. 

Sil. My Father here! 

Wel. Weeping, my Silvia] Could'ſt thou think how deep thy 
Sorrows wound me, | know thou would'ſt endeavout to ſub- 
due them 

Sil. I did not know you was fo nigh. ——1 had not elſe in- 
dulg'd this Burlt of Grixt: It adds to my Unhappineſs, to afflict 
ſo tender, and ſo good a Father. 

Wel. Thy — than Child-like Duty and Affection, thy 

yielding Sweetneſs, and determin'd Virtue, of which each Hour 
you give me freſh Examples, do ſo atfect me, that I am torn 
wirt Joy and Wonder, Sorrow and Remorſe, when-e'er I 
look upon thee. I, I, wretched as I am, have contributed to all 
the Wrongs you tufter. - - 
Sil. My deareft Father, do not thus aggravate aur common 
_ Grief; let not your Affection for me, cauſe you to wrong your 
ſelf. If you have permitted me to love, and I have been de- 
ceiv'd, were not you deceiy d too? 

Weil. Indeed + was; but all ſhall yet be well; ſhortly you ſhall 
be convineed, that he's ſo far unworthy of your Love, that 
gentle Peace and Joy ſhall fill your or and he be eon at 
firſt, and ſoon forgot. 


AIR XLVIII. How happy ate young Lovers. 
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On ſome Rock, by Seas ſurreunded,. 
Diſtant far from $ Sight of Shore; 
When the Tee Mreteb, confounded, 
e. the bellowing Tem efts roar; | 
es of Life dv chew forſake bim, 
ben in this deplor'd Extream, 
Then his own loud Shrieks awake him, 
And be finds it all & Dream. 1 


54 SLOT A; By 
Such are your Afflictions; and they, from their excef- 
ſive Greatneſs, ſhall, like ſome dreadtul Viſion, find their End, 
SS.. Good Man! He knows not that all has been diſcover'd 
to me already. ¶Aſide.] Shall I deceive the beſt of Fathers, and 
by Hypocriſy make that my Crime, which is but my Misfor- 
tune? No. Whatever Diſcovery you make of his Faults, for- 
ive me, if I ſay, that I muſt love him ſtill. True, Virtue for- 
bids all Converſe with him, and I ——odey ; his Crimes I hate; 
his Fall from Virine'I lament ; his Perſon, tho” I never ſee, not 
- Wiſh to ſee again, *tis (till certain I mult ever, ever love. | 


AIR XLIX. One Night, when all the Village ſlept. 


You happy Maids, who never knew 
The Pains of conſtant Love, 

Be warn d by me, and never do 
The ling*ring Torture prove. 


Wiſdom, here, brings no Relief, 
Aud Reſolution's vain ; 
Oppoſing, we increaſe our Grief, 

And faſter bind the Chain. 


SCENE 


„ 
+ FOTOS. * 
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SCENE II. Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, Cc. 


G. Bxſy. A good Day to you, Mr. Veiſord; I have brought 
with me all my Neighbours, as you requeſted; and hearing you 
were here, with your Daughter, I left them at your Houſe, 
and choſe with Goody Coftive and Goody Gabble, to come 
to you, that we might have the Pleaſure of ſeeing Mrs. Silvia. 

fel. "Tis kindly done of you; there is my Daughter; I'll 
leave you with her, and go and bid your Friends welcome. 
You may follow at your Leiſure. FELT 


SCENE III. Silvia, Goody Buſy, Goody 


G. Baß). Do ſo, do ſo; I myſt have a little Talk with her. 
It is ſome Years ago ſince I ſaw her, never ſince ſhe was 
Chriſtened, as I remember. It is a great way, and I (Heaven 
help me) grow old, I don't uſe to be ſo ſparing of my Viſits 
elſe. Doſt not know me, pretty one? 

Hi. I don't remember to have ſeen you before; but, as my 
Father's Friend, I am pleaſed to have the Opportunity to know 
you now. | 2 

G. Buſy. Pretty Sweetneſs ! thou'rt grown out of my Know- 
ledge too, to be ſure; but we have been better acquainted; I 
was thy Mother's Midwife. Let me ſee — you will 
be Eighteen come the Time, and not married yet! Now out 
upon thy Father, for a naughty Man! it muſt have been his 
Fault, for you are ſo pretty, that you muſt have had Offers 
enow. OY | 

Sil. It is ſoon enough to know Care and Trouble. | 

G. Buſy, Now out upon it! we have never had any good 
Times fince People talk'd fo. — Was not I yourg my ſelf? 
and don't I know that the moſt troubleſome and caretul Part of 


2 Woman's Life, is from the time that ſhe is fit for a Husband, 


till ſhe has got one? Our greateſt Care and Trouble is over 
then, for the Men, who ſeldom take any before, are bound to 


ou 


do it then. 


E 4 AIR 
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Al R L. A Dame of. Honour. 
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A Maid, tho beautiful and chaſte, 
. Like a Cypher ſtands alone; 
Man, like a Figure, by ber plac'd, 
Makes ber Worth and Value kauwn. 


The Brant, Man, faſt bound for Life, 
To rule ſhe takes npon ber; 

Whene'er a Maid is made a Wife, 

be becomes a Dame of Honour. 


E. Coft. Goody Buſy, you are always talking to People in 
praiſe of Marriage; now I ſuſpect you, being a Midwife, do it 
for your own Ends. „ | | * 

E. Buſy. Suppoſe I did, Goody Coftive, where is the Harm 
of that? I am fare, Times are ſo bad, that what with one 
thing, and what with another, an honeſt Woman, in my way 
of Buſineſs, can hardly get Bread; and I never expect to ſee it 
otherwiſe, while Matrimony is ſo much deſpiſed as it is; why, 
the Men are grown ſo horrible canning, that few of them will 
marry at all; and the Women are grown ſo forward, that they 
won't ſtay till they are married. But you are melancholy, 
Mrs. Silvia. | 

Sil. A little thoughtful; I hope you'll excuſe me. 

G. Gabble. Why truly, Neighbour Buſy, theſe muſt needs 
be great Hardſhips upon you; for no Marcidges, no Lyings- 
Inn. | 
G. Baſy. It is not that which I complain of; for, to ſay the 
Truth, I don't find but that ſingle People have as many Chil- - 
dren'as thoſe that are married ; but then they are ſach Infidels, 
as to let their Children dye without Chriſtening, and what ſigni- 
fies, to the Midwife, a Lying-in, without a Chriſtening ? —— 
I had once ſome Thoughts of going to London, but I am in- 


formed that it is worſe there than here; for there are, it ſeems, 
| a 
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a Number of Women who get their Livelihood by being naught 
with any Man that will pay them for it, and yet never have any 


Children at all. 


Sil. I can't gueſs what my Father deſi igns by ſending for theſe 
People. [ Aftae. 

2 Coft. Good lack - a- day] then they have no need of a Mid- 
wife, for certain. 

G. Buſy No, no; the Surgeons do all their Buſineſs. 


SCEN E IV. Silvia, Goody Buſy, Goody Coltive, 
Goody Gabble, and Jonathan. 


Sil. Jonathan! What comes he for? 

Fon. Madam! 

Sil. To me? - 

Fon. Yes, Madam; Sir Joby Freeman, by me, begs your Pe- 
ruſal of this Letter. 

Sil. I am ſorry Sir Joby has given himſelf the Trouble, ſiace 
I am under the Neceſſity of retuſing it. 

Jon. My Maſter commanded me to tell you, that it concern'd 
the Happineſs of your Father, 

Sil. Since ſuch is the Caſe, I'll this Inſtant to my Father, 
and acquaint him of this important Letter — wait you here my 

eturn. 


8 CEN E * Jonathan, Goody Buſy, Goody 
Coſt we, Se. 


Jon. Well, ſhe's an agreeable Lady, f faith. I wonder what 
Sic John means, by employing me in this Affair ? If his Deſign 
be honourable, he knows I can be of no manner of uſe to him, 
tis quite out of my way; and if he has any other Thoughts of 
her, he has leſs Senſe than I imagin'd he had But who 
have we here! my * Acyuaintance, and former Neighbour, 
Goody, BA 
G. 57%. Bleſs me; Mr. Jonathan] is it you! why yon are 


ſtrangely grown; almoſt out of my Knowledge. But I am glad 


to ſee thee, with all my Heart. 
Jon I beg your Pardon, but I muſt ſalute you. 
G. Buſy. 


let it go round. 

Fon, With all my Heart. {Safes the reſt, 

G. Coſt. A preity civil young Man y have known 
ſome ſqueamiſh ill-bred F ellows, refule to do their Duty by a 
Woman; becauſe ſhe was in Years. 

C. Baſy. But where haſt been all this while; and what Buſi- 
neſs doſt follow? 

Jon. 


is what we are us'd to at ene Pia 2 


OE, oh Nn 8 2 N 
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Fon. As you ſee, I ſerve a Gentleman. 
G. Ba. Are you Married? | 
Fon. My Maſter is a ſingle Man, and won't keep any Body 
that is marcied in his Family. | | 
E. Baſy. Ay, Shame take theſe Gentlefolks; they would have 


every Body as bad as themſelves. That mult be a ſad Houſe, 


that has never an honeſt Woman in it. 

Jon. We live as they do in moſt Batchelors Families, very 
lovingly. While my Maſter is entertaiuing the Houſe-keeper in 
his Chamber, I am as civil to the Cook-maid in the Garret. 

G. Buſy. O fad, O ſad! what pity it is that young Men 


ſhould ſpend their Time unfruittuly with naughty Women; 


when, were they honeſtly married, they might in a lawful way 
do much good in their Generation. If you have any Thoughts 
of Marriage, I bave a Widow in my Eye, that would do yery 
well for you. She has ſomething to bring you to, and is un- 
der Thirty I affure you. While her Husband was in Health, 
ſhe brought him a Child every Year; but I don't know how it 
fell out, he grew weary of her, and, as it is ſuppos'd, thought 
to have kilPd her with Kindneſs: but as it always happens in 
thoſe Caſes, he did his own Buſineſs inſtead of hers, he fell in- 
to a Conſumption — and dy'd about a Month ago. | 
Jon. No, Goody Baß), that will never do for me; a wanton 
oung Widow for a ife, and a skittiſn Horſe for a long 
„. are two the moſt troubleſome things a Man can meet 
Withal. 
G. Baſy. Perhaps you would rather have a Maid. Truly 


they are tickliſh things, and I don't much care to meddle or 


make with em. But I do know of a Farmer's Daughter, that 
will fit you to a Hair. Her Father is a ſufficient Man, and 
will ſtock a Farm for you. *Tis true, indeed, ſhe has had one 
Child; for I am a Woman of Integrity, and would not deceive 
any Body in theſe matters for the World. They did not marry 
her ſoon enough. But ſhe'll make an excellent ſtirring Wife, 
I' warrant her. 

Jon. A Maid that has had a Child, is worſe than a Widow 
that's paſt it. I don't like any Body that you have propos'd 


half ſo well as yourſelf. 


G. Buſy. Now out upon you, for an idle Pack. Why thou 
naughty, wanton, young Knave, what wouldſt thou do with 
me? Heaven help me, I am old, and fit for nothing. 

Jon. Let me ask you a few Queſtions, and you'll find you 
are fit for every thing. : | 

G. Buſy. Well, come on then. 


A IR 


him. 
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AIR LI. Canſt thou not weave Bonelace. 


Jon. Thou canſt do Houſetiſe s Work ! 
G. Buſy. » Yea, byr Lady, that I can. 
Jon. Whip and ftitch with a Ferk? 
G. Buſy. Tea, as well as any one. 
Jon. Canſt thou not bake and brew? 
G. Buſy. Tea, by'r Lady, that I can. 
Jon. And do the other thing too? 
G. Buſy. Out, you're naughty: get you gone. 
Jon. Thou canſt break Jeſts, and ſing? 
G. Buſy. Tea, byr Lady, that I can. 
Jon. Caper and Dance with a Spring? 
G. Buſy. Tra, as well as any one. 
SCENE VI. Welford, Silvia, Jonathan, Goody 
Buſy, Goody Coſtive, Gc. | 


G. Buſy. Come Neighbours, our Friends at Farmer Hefford's 
expect us. — There is ſomething of Conſequence to be done; 


he would*n't fend for us for nothing. — A Wedding, I hope; 


old Folks drop off apace, but if the young Ones would Marry, 
and be induſtrious, the World might ſtill be increaſing. 

By honeſt Love alone the World's upheld, _ 

Death can't deſtroy ſo faſt, as Love can build. 


SCENE VII. Welford, Silvia, and Jonathan. 


Si]. I have obtained my Father's Leave to receive the Letter 
you have brought. Whether the Contents may require or de- 


lerve an Anſwer, I ſhall take Time to conſider. I have no more 


to ſay, | 
SCENE VIII. Welford, and Jonathan. 


[Silvia gives the Letter to Welford, who reads it.] | 
Wel. See, my Silvia, the Picture of a Mind ſtruggling be- 
tween a Senſe of Virtue, and the Love of Vice. Vet he entreats 


to ſee thee in ſuch Terms, as might move weak Minds to pity 
| [ Gives ber the Letter. 


Sl... 
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Sil. If Pity dea Weaknels, I am, ſure, the weakeſt of my Sex; 
but yet I fear to ſee him. | 

Hel. His baſe Attempt on thee, his avow'd Averſion to 
Marriage, and the Ruin of the Daughter of that honeſt Stranger 
whom we entertain'd, all ſhew the Jultice of thy Fear. 

Si]. That Men ſhould know Vice to be an Evil, by the Pain 
it gives, and yet cheriſh the Monſter that deſtroys their Peace! 

Hel. I have ſworn never to expoſe thee to be again inſulted 
by that licentious Man. Yet I cannot but wiſh he had not 
render'd himſelf utterly unworthy of thee, But I have given 
him up. You ſhall have ample SatisfaQion for all the Wrongs 
you have ſuffer'd. | 

Sil. If you can entertain a Thought of Vengeance, how are 
you chang'd, my Father ! * 

Wel. Hereafter thou wilt know me better. 
Sil. Whither have you ſent the Stranger and his Wife? whi- 
ther are you going with the People that you ſent for? O Sir, 


forgive my Fears, Urg'd by your Love for me, you tuſn on to 


certain Ruin. 
Wel. Whatever becomes of me, you are the Care of 1 
| | Kit. 
S:1. I never knew him tranfported thus before. He's going 
to Sir Fobz, and will certainly provoke him to his Undoing. 


Inſtruct me, Heaven, what I ſhall do to fave him. 


AIR LII. When Hora ſhe had deck'd. 


ye” > 


| 
| 
*] 


O gracious Heaven, lend a friendly Ray, 
To guide my Steps, in Darkneſs loſt; 
From Virtae's Precepts never let me ſtray, 
Bat guide me ſafely thro' this dreary Coaſt. 


My 


SCENE IX. A Room in Sir Johti's Houſe. Sir John 
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My Love betray'd, 
My Duty paid, 
A ſpotleſs Maid, 
Let me reſign 3 | 
My uſeleſs Breath, into the hands of Death; © 
For while I live there is no Grief like mine. 


reading at a Table. | 


'Tis hard a rooted Love to diſpoſſeſs; 
Tis hard, but you may do it ne ertheleſs. 
In this your Safety does conſiſt alone: 

If poflible, or not, it muſt be done. 


A Poem on a Dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! Hey hot 


SCENE X. Sir John, and Betty. 


| Betty. There he ſits, poring o'er a Book, which he no more - 
minds, than he does me. - Sir, did you call? | 


L Sir John zhrows the Book away. 
Sir Jobn. Who's there; Betey? Come hither. Why you 
look very amiable to-day, Betty. | 
| Vert . O Laud, Sir, you make me bluſh. 

Sir * Berty, fill me ſome Wine. The large Glaſs, and 


fill it up. 
Betty. Yes, Sir. | 
Sir Jeb. My Love to you, Betty. 
Betty, Thank you, Sir. | 
Sir 500. Fill your ſelf, and pledge me.  _ 
Betty. He's coming about again, I ſee. ——— Your Health, 


Sir. — If he would but drink a few more Bumpers; for when 


he had drank moſt he always took moſt notice of me. { Aſide. 
Sir John. Leave me; and fend the Lady that came home 
with me laſt Night. 38 | 
Betty. Sir, cou'd n't I-- Il ——— 
Sir Jab. What is it you would ſay! 


) 


| 37 J Why, Sir, that, that, I don't know where to find her. 


Sir Foby, Moſt I be plagu'd with your Impertinence too! 
$9, ſend her to me, or leave the Honſe your ſelf. | 
Betty. O Fathers! I can't bear it! I would I could fend the 


Devil to fetch you both. _ | Ale. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XI. Sir John. 
AIR LIII. In Kent, ſo fam'd of old. 


Y 
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In vain, in vain I rove, 
Mine, Wit, and Women prove, 4 
My Anguiſh to remove, 

Pm ſlill a Lover. 


And if, to eaſe my Pains, 
I put on Marriage Chains, 
Love, that Conſtraint diſdains, | 
_ Hill ſoon be over. © 


SCENE XII. Sir John, and Jonathan. 


Jon. Sir, I delivered your Letter to Mrs. Silvia. 
Sir Jobs. Tis well. | 


SCENE XIII. Sir John, Jonathan, and Betty. 


Sir Fobn, You need give your ſelf no farther Trouble to look 
for the Lady. I'll go and find her my elf, 1 


SCENE XIV. Jonathan, and Betty. 


Betty. How, Jonathan here! This Fool loves me however. 

PI divert my ſelf, by teazing him. So Sir, | 
Fon. So Madam. | | | 
Berty. Captain, methinks you look very ſcurvily after your 

laſt Defeat. | | 1 
Jon. Now I think you look like a Dealer in Second-hand 

Goods, who having outſtood your Market, repents, and wou'd 

fain be turning the Penny at any rate. 


Betty. 
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Betty. Ha, ha, how vex'd he is! but it would fret any Man, 
who going with flying Colours to take Poſſeſſion of a Fort, 
ſhould find the Gates ſhut againſt him. 3 

Jon. Now you want to be attack'd, only for an Excuſe to 
ſurrender. But you may keep your tottering Tenement till it 
tumbles about your Ears, for Jonatban. | 

Betty. Poor Fellow! I ſee he's horrible uneaſy. Bat what 
Woman can deny herſelf the Pleaſure of tyrannizing, when ſhe 
has it in her Power? To be ſure, Jonathan, you can never forget 
your laſt Diſappointment - | 8 


He ſeiz'd the Laſs, trembling all ver, 
On ſtorming bent, no Doubt, Sir; 
Bat fbe ſlipt herſelf within the Door, 
And the Fool was ſhut without, Sir. 

Jon. But ſaon repents ſhe e er ſaid Nay, 3 
And finds herſelf the Fool, Sir. | 
For ſhe that wou'd not when ſhe may, 

She ſhall not when ſhe mond, Sir. { Going. 
Betty. But Jonathan, Fonat ban. | | 
Jon. But ſhe that won'd not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe won d, Sir. 
Betty. Sure you be'nt in Earneſt. LS 
Jon. Bat ſhe that mend not when ſhe may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe won'd, Sir. 


SCENE XV. Betty. 


: Berty. O the impudent, pert, conceited Puppy! to leave me 


before he has had me! why he's worſe than Sir John. Iam 
like to have a fine time on't truly, between 'em both! 


6 8 . 
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Hew kind was I ns'd, &er this Lettice came here! 
But to be refus d, ſure no Woman tan bear. 
By the Maſter forſaken, I'm ſcoru'd by the Man; 
How was 1 miſtaken in truſting Sir John? 
For be kiſs d me, I grumbla, 
He preſid me, I uml d, 
He puſb d me, I tumbl'd, 
But ſtill be puſh'd on. 


* * 


But fince that Slus's coming Tin left and undone. 
Bat fence, &c. | 
But if I don't plague him for ſerving me ſo - 
May 1 be worſe tumbPd, worſe puſh*d, and worſe jumbl'd, 

I bere ever, where-ever I go. „ 


SCENE XVI. Anotber Room in Sir John's Houſe 
Sir John, Timothy, Ploughſhare, and Dorothy. 


Sir John. Perhaps it mayn't be agreeable to the Lady, to be 
expos'd to gratity your Curiofity. | 

Tim. Sir, the Happineſs of our Lives depends on finding our 
Child. And, as we are inform'd, the is here. | 


SCENE XVII. Sir John, Timothy, Ploughſhare, 
Dorotby, and Lettice Singing. 


Let. My Father, Mother, and Plougliſpare here! What will 


become of me! 


'Sir Fobn. Stay, Child; whither are you going? 
4 Let. 


ow 
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| Let. O dear, dear Sir; 
Tim. Ay, here ſhe is; and no doubt but all the reſt we have 


deen told is as true. 


Plough. Ah Lertice, Lettice, what have you been doing ? 
You've ſpun a fine Thread truly, We fhatl have the Wale 
Pariſh ring of you ſhortly. 

Tim. O Child, you'll break my Heart. 

Dor. Will ſhe? but PI] break 1 Nee gt. 

1 © dear Sit Jobs, ſave me, ſave me, or I ſhall de lorn 
to Pieces. 

Phage: How fine the Slut is! and how familiar with the 
uſtice 

Dor. Ay, ay, tis certainly ſo. Oh you impudent Carrio 
P11 be the Death of you. 4 

Tim. To find my Girl ruin'd, is worſe than never to have 
found her at all. 


AIR LVL W 
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Welcome endleſs Grief, a 
Farewell my Gooſe and Sheers forever, ever. 
Can I find Relief? No 2 ne ver. 


For Grief, from Shame ariſing 
Neu Pains is ſtill deviding 5 $ 
All Arts miſſt fail, 
| Diſtraction prevail, 
My Brain 'tis now ſurprizing —— prizing. 


Sir John. Friends, have Patience. What's paſt can't be te- 
call'd, but I'm ready to make you any Satisfaction that's in my 

ower. 

Dor. Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin'd the Wench. The 
Blame and Shame muſt now fall all upon her own Head; where- 
as, had ſhe been married, you know *twou'd have fall'a upon her 
Husband's. 

Plon. But who do you Sink will have her mowy 


© AIR 


| 
| 


7 9 a 
Nee 
3 4 q 


66 LD 


AIR LVII. Send home my long-ſtray'd Eyes. 


Con d you return her true and chaſte, 

Pd meet her with a Bridegroom's Haſte ; 
But fince, jrom you, ſhe's learn d ſuch Illi, 
To hate her Spouſe, 

Or arm his Brows, 


Keep her, for me, Sir, keep her ſtill. 


Let. O dear! what muſt I do? My Father will break his 
Heart; my Mother will beat my Brains aut; and that Monſter, 
od Ploughfhare, will make me the May-game of the whole 
Pariſh. 5 | 

Plou. Don't call me Monſter : I'm none of your Husband: 
So keep your Tongue to your Self. 

Let. I won't; 'tis all along of you that this has happen'd. 
You always knew that I hated you, and yet you would have 
had me, whether I would or no. | 

Dor. Ves, Huſly, he would have made an honeſt Woman 
of you; but you mult be a Gentlewoman, mult _ IB 


* 


AIR LVIII. A Nywph of the Plau. 
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So true, and ſo kind, 
To whate'er you inclin'd, 
To hate er you inclin'd, 
He had ne ver deny d; 
But with Joy bad comply d, 
To have made you his Wife, 
And obey'd all bis Life; © 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging, and ſweet, 
A well might perſwade you his Paſſion ts meet. 


Tim. Wife, I never apptov'd of your forcing the Girl's In- 


Clinations, and now you ſee what it's come to. 
Sir John, Friend, you ſeem an honeſt inoffenſive Man, 
which aggravates my Remorſe for having wrong'd you. 
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AIR LIX. Young Philoret and Celia met. 
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Let. Regard my Tears, diſpel wy Fears, 


ne er Hane you more. 
Tim. The fimple Groom, the Steed being gone, 
So fbnts the Stable Door. = 
Let. * Pain. Tim. My Pity's vain. 
Let olly I deplore. Bt 


Tim. Rows: that's loft, and Time that's paſt, 
What Power can reſtore ? 

Ambo. Fame that's loſt, and Time that's paſt, 

| What Power can reſtore ? | 


Sir Fobhn. What good-natur'd Man, that was but a SpeQator 
in this Scene, but muſt be mov'd? I thought, 'till now, tht 
general Love of Women conſiſtent with Generoſity, Honour, 
and Humanity. Falſe and deſtruQive Principle! By this 
ſingle Act of mine, how many innocent Perſons have TI injur'd: 
The Woman, too ——— the Eaſineſs with which ſhe gave up 
her Honour, makes her, tho? pitied, yet deſpis'd, even by mt, 
the Author of her Ruin. 


SCENE XVII. 7 them, Jonathan; whiſpers 
Sir John. 
Sir John. Ha! Silvia, ſaid you? Sure you miſtake! 
Fox. No, Sir; ſhe's in the next Room, and deſires to ſee you. 
Sir Fobn. Fly then, and conduct her in. Good Peo- 


ple, an Affair of Conſequence obliges me to beg you woo 
| ea 
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her from the Earth, — Silvia! === [/eiford\ — cou d 
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leave me for the preſent. I you pleaſe to wait in the next 
Room, when that's diſpatch'd, I'll ſend for you again. wo 


SCENE XIX. Sir John and Silvia: 


Sir John. She's here, whom moſt I wiſh to ſee; and yet, ſuch 
is the Power of Guilt, I dare not look upon her. Could I 
have thought her Sight wou'd ever give me Pain? But, 
like a Wretch remov'd at once from impenetrable Darkneſs, in- 
to the mid-day Blaze, I ficken at the cheerful Light, and fain 
would ſhun a Brightneſs, that glads all Eyes but mine. ; 

Sil. O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy Maid: Had Heaven 
requir'd me to have dyꝰd, to have ſhewn my Duty to the beſt of 
Parents, the Pain had been far leſs; but filial Piety commands 
me to live, and interpoſe between your Power, and the Weak» 
neſs of my good, but-incens'd Father. 


AIR LX. Pm Ormond the Brave. 


our heavieft Reſentment, ab! let me, let me bear. 
In Pity to his Age, my reverend Father ſpare: 
Toil, Want, and all you can inflict, I will not foun; 
But when I think that he may be, for wretched me, undone, 
Ob, ob! | | 7 


SCENE XX. Sir John, Silvia, amd Welford- 


Well. O Silvia! Never, 'till now, had I Cauſe to bluſh for 
Riſe, nor offer that Incenſe to an Idol, 

which Heaven alone is worthy of, and which, were he not loſt 

to Shame, as well as Honour, he muſt bluſh to receive. 


Sil. Condemn me not: Can any Submiſſion be too low to 


ſave from Ruin ſuch a Parent? Still let me kneel. 


Wel. Heaven, and all that's juſt on Earth, forbid cu : 
Sir Jobn. Confounded and amaz'd, I had not Power to raiſe 
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| you ſee my Heart! how deep my Contrition! how ſincere my 


Sorrow! you would no longer fear, [To Silvia.] nor you be 
angry, [To Weltord.] Vice, in all its genuine Deformities, 
I've juſt beheld. Virtue, in all its Charms, I ſee in ou 
Receive a returning Prodigal to your Arms; forgive, and 
make me happy. Let the Prieſt, by honourable, holy Mar- 
riage, give me a juſt Poſſeſſion of thy Charms, and join me to 
Virtue, and to thee, for ever. 
Sil. I came to beg your Favour for my Father, not a Hus- 
band for my ſelf. You once thought me mean enough to bar- 
ter my Innocence and Virtue, for your Wealth; ſhould I now 
conſent to marry you, might it not be juſtly ſuſpected that my 
former Reſentment was not from the Love of Virtue, and Con- 
tempt of Riches, but Artifice, to make the better Terms? Vir- 
tue is Heaven's beſt Gift: Nor have they more than the Ap- 
pearance of it, who ſubinit to the leaſt Imputation on their Fame, 
for Wealth, or Power, or Love, more tempting to a generous 
Mind. Think it not Pride in me, to refuſe an Obligation to 


the Man who would have robb'd me, of all that diftipguiſh'd 


me from the vileſt of my Sex. | 

Sir Fohn, To have my Love and Admiration increas'd, by 
what gives me Deſpair, is a Puniſhment (tho? juſt) that's in- 
ſuppottable. : 


AIR LXI. Minuet. 
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With Pity, gracious Hear'n poſſeſsd, 

Taught Mortals how *twould be addreſs d: 
Celeſtial Fair, | 
O footh my Care 

And, as my Heaven on Earth I view thee; 

Lovely Creatare, " 
Pride of Natare, 
Teach me (like Heaven) how to wooe thee. 


Si. I pardon, pity, and I love thee —— Sir F Oy 
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ou be 
mities, 
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ſpairing Sinner, with the ſweet Voice of Mercy. 
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Sir Jobn. O charming Sounds ! —— 80 Heaven cheers a de- 


Sil. But Heaven, when it pardons, appears above Reward, 
by conferring Obligations. That is not in my Power. 
To refuſe them is, and in that I am determined. Farewel, 
for ever, ——Tis hard but Virtue, Prudence, and my 
Fame require it. Therefore, farewel for ever. ——— If your 
Return to Virtae be ſincere, you have a Miſtreſs who will neer 
forſake you ; but, ever blooming, crown your Days and Nights 
with Joy, —— when I am Duſt. | | 

Sir Jobn. [ Falling on Welford's Necł.] O Welford, Welford? 
muſt I loſe her? You lov'd me once. Is there no Remains 
of Pity left? Can you behold me ſinking, and yet refuſe a, 
friendly Hand to ſave me? 

Wel. ¶ Embracing him.] Heaven forbids me not to pity, | 
love, and in the Anguiſh of my Soul, weep o'er thee, my 
now dearer than ever, tho? too unhappy Son. 

Sir Jobn. Did not you call me Son? O that I were! To 
be your Son, is all the Happineſs my Soul aſpires to, 

Wel. Too ſoon you'll find that Name includes the worſt 
of Miſeries, certain Deſpair, — But, to the Buſineſs of 
my coming. | L. 


| SCENE xxl. Sir John, Silvia, Welford, Goody 


Buſy, Goody Coftive, Jonathan, Betty, S&S. 


Wel. Goody Buſy, and the reſt of my Friends who came 
with me, pray, walk in. Now let all here attend and witneſs 
to the Truths I am about to utter; and you, unhappy Youth, 
Oy to bear the moſt ſurprizing Change of Fortune, like a 

Han. — You are not whom you ſeem, and whom you think 
your ſelf, Sir Fohz Freeman, Baronet, and rightful Poſſeſſor of 
a fair Eſtate, but an innocent Impoſtor, and U ſurper of ano- 
ther's Right, and my unhappy Son indeed. 

i What can my Father mean! | 

G. Ba 95 This is the ſtrangeſt Story that ever I heard of. 

Sir John. Helford, to invent a Tale fo vile, and fo abſurd, 
to make me deſpair of Siſvia, as being her Brother, is unwor- 
thy of your good Senſe and former Probity. | 
Wel. Iwill not thank you for your Aſſent to the Truth of 
what Iaffirm. This excellent Lady is not my Daughter, but the 
much wrong'd Angelica Freeman, the ſole ſurviving Child of 
the late Sir Jobs 3 and Heireſs to his large Eſtate. _— 
I read Wonder and Surprize in every Face. — You look for 
Proofs. — Goody Buſy, you ſerv'd Sir John Freemans Lady, 
and my Wife, as Midwife, | | 
E. Buſy. That I did to be ſure. 
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Mel. How many Children had each? | : 
G. Buſy. Two, a Son and a Daughter, I ſhall never fo 
it: they Lay-in both times together, and your Wife nursd 

both Sir Jabs Children. A | 
Mel. All this is true; bat was there any thing remarkable 
upon the Body of Sir Joba's Son when born? 
G. Buſy. No, but yours was mark'd under the left Breaſt 
with a bunch of Grapes, the Fruir, Leaves and Stalks all in 


their proper Shape and Colour, as if they had been growing | 


on the Vine. | 

Sir John, [Opening his Breaſt.) Here is the indelible Mark, 
viſible and fair, as when the Seal of Heaven impreſt it fitſt, to 
_ diſtinguiſh the Impoſtor from the rightful Heir. 

Wel. Too well I know it. , 
Sil. If this Gentleman be your Son, how could his Birth 
have been conceal'd ſo long? 


Wel. That — with my own Shame, I am now to diſcover.— i 
My Wife, while unmarry'd, attended on the Mother of this 


Lady, then a Virgin, and ſo far was ſhe honour'd with her 


Confidence, that ſhe liv'd with her rather as a Siſter or Com- 
panion than a Servant; after her Marriage to Sir John, and my 
Wife's to me, the Honour of their Friendſhip was continu'd; 
for I was happy in Sir John's, as my Wife was in his Lady's.- 
That we had the ſame number of Children, and of the ſame 
Age and Sex, and that my Wife was entruſted with the Care 
of theirs, you have heard already. Soon after the Birth of We 


this Lady, a War breaking cut, Sir Jobn, who had an honou- BY i 


rable Poſt in the Army, went for Flanders: I attended him 
_ thither, and (as I had formerly done) ſerv'd under him as a Vo-. 
In this our Abſence, a Fever made dreadful WW i 
Ravage in this part of the Country. — Of it dy'd Sir Fob»'s 
Lady, and quickly after his Son, (who was then at my Houſe) 
and my Daughter. — My Wife taking the Advantage of the 
Lady's Death, and our Abfence, reported, that the Son who MW 
dy'd was ours; and the ſurviving one (truly ours) was Sit 
Fobw's. <— Our Daughter who dy'd was bury'd as his; and 
his, this Lady, was reputed and educated as our own — i 
The Fraud was never ſo much as ſuſpected by Sir Jobx, not 
- any other Perſon, my ſelf excepted I indeed, by Obſerva- 
tions, which none elſe had opportunity to make, ſoon found 


luntier. 


it out, and charg'd my Wife with it; ſhe confeſs'd it, and to 
my Shame prevail'd upon me to conceal what I could never 
approve. —— She dy'd before Sir John, and never liv'd to lee 
her Son poſſeſd'd of the Honour and Wealth, which ſhe by 
ſuch wicked Means had endeavour'd to procure for him. — 
Thro* Heav*n's Mercy I hope ſhe reſts in Peace, But whit 
have been my Tottures e'er ſince 1 conſented to conceal the 


guilty 
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ilty Secret! Stung hourly with Remorſe, I attempted to 
do her Juſtice and conceal my Shame, by effecting à Marriage 


| between her and my Son; but Heaven, that refus'd the imper- 


fect Satisfaction, and condemn'd the Fraud, has, you fee, made 
vain the fond Attempt, nor would ſaffer her to receive that 
as another's Gift, which is her own proper Right. 
Sir Jobn. And long may ſhe enjoy it, — I have not. ſo ill 
rofited by her bright Example, as to repine at a Change of 
ortune, fo juſt, and fo much to the Advantage of this won- 
drous Pattern of all that's excellent in Womankind. ' 
Sil. Your Juſtice, and the Moderation of your Son, affects 
me more than theſe unthought of, undeſired Riches: can 1 


© ever forget your more than paternal Kindneſs and Affection? 


Wel. Spare me the Confuſion, that your Goodneſs gives 


me; look not ſo tenderly, nor ſpeak ſo kindly, but treat me 
as your Injuries and my Crimes deferve. | 


Sil. The Crime was another's. -— Your former Tenderneſs 


; and preſent Juſtice, tho? to the Diſadvantage of your Son, js 
all your own. If you forfake me now, I am indeed an Or- 


. L phan — Riches have Snares, and Youth without a Guide is 
ny WY <xpos'd to many Dangers — Be till my Father. 


Wel. Thy own worthy Father, were he living, could never 


x love thee more. But to be thy Father is impoſſible. 


Sil. This is your Son. — Let me be his, and you are ſtill | 
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Sir Jobs, Do I indeed behold her heavenly Face, all clad 


. L in Smiles, and kindly bent on me? Do l indeed hear her har- 


WT the beſt, make her the happieſt of her Sex. — Never did I 
Wy (alt Joys ſincere till now. 


monious Voice pronounce me happy? — Ot does my flatt'ring 


WT Fancy, to ſooth Deſpair, form Images that have no real Ex- 


iſtence? 


Hel. Bleſs her, bleſs her, Heaven! and as you have made her 


Sil. This ſurprixing Diſcovery-unmade, — had I conſented 


5 to have been yours, — the Diſintereſtedneſs of my Love and 
W Victue could never have been known. — Heaven has made 


our Duty and our Intereſt one. I may now without Reproach 
give my Hand, where before I had given my Heart. 


Jon. What, in Tears, Betty! | 
Betty. What have I loſt for want of reflecting ſooner ? I'd 
rather have that Lady's Virtue, than her Beauty and Eſtate. . - 

Jon. Poor Girl! — Why this is to have it. I remember on a 
certain Oceafion I made you a Promiſe of Marriage, if you 
think it worth claiming, give me your Hand. 

Betty. There it is; if you can forget what's paſt, you ſhall 
have no Reaſon to complain of my Conduct for the h = 
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'AIR LXIIE. Ah how ſweet's the cooling Breeze. 


wk — io 
Sir John. 0h how ſweet, 


All over Charms, 


To bleſs my Arms, 
Thy generous Virtue all Vice defeating. 


Sil. All compleat and pures my Foy, 
| Without Alloy; 
— HE Hith Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is beating, 

Sir John. Deareſt Treaſure ! 

Sil. O Foy beyond meaſure! 
Sir John. This truly is Pleaſure. 

Te Follies adieu. 
Both. O Deareſt ! 


All compleat and pures my Joy,' 
Without Alloy; | 
With Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is beating, 


Sil. Love gently firing, 
And ſoftly inſpiring, 
Sir John. Panting, deſiring, Ill Virtue purſue. 
Both. 0h Deareſt ! 
All compleat and pures my Foy, 
Without Alloy; 


White Hours approach, and the black are en, : 
C. B 4j. 
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G. Buſy. Ay, this is as it ſhould be — I could even cry for 
Joy, to ſte that there is ſo much honeſt Love left in the 

orld. | | 
wo Jobn. Reclaim'd by your Virtue, and reſtored to Fortune 
by your Generoſity, I hope you'll take it as a Proof of my 
Sincerity, that I confeſs my ſelf concern'd for the Diſtreſs brought 
upon an honeſt Man and his Family by my Folly. ä 

Sil. Your Concern is juſt and generous, like the Man I hope 
ever to find you — but have I given my ſelf to you, and not 
my Fortune? All is yours; diſpoſe of it as you pleaſe. 

Sir Jobn. Jonathan, ſend Lettice and her Friends hither. — 
O Madam, the longeſt Life wou'd be too ſhort to pay my Ob- 
ligation; | : 


SCENE XXII. Sir John, Silvia, Welford, 
Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, &c. Timothy, Let- 
tice, Dorothy, So. w 


Sir John. Unhappy Girl, I wiſh it was in my Power to make 
you ample Satisfaction for the Injury I've done you; but fince 
that is impoſſible, I will ſettle ſomething on your Father, in Truſt 
for you, that, managed with Prudence, may fecure you from the 
Fears of Poverty, the Rock on which you ſplit before. | 
You, Sir, I hope will continne with us. —— The Farm 
lately Tenanted by my Father, with your Conſent, Madam, I 
beſtow on this honeſt Man, for the Purpoſes before-mentioned. 
Sil. And may it anſwer your Intentions, which if it does, 
we may hereafter give *em farther Proofs of our regard for 
their Welfare. h 
Tim. Dor. Let. Heaven bleſs you both. - 

Sir Fohn. Leztice, as I ſhall never ſee you more, take this Ad- 
vice with you. — Keep this Lady's Example in view, and you 
may yet excell in Virtue many of your Sex, who having ne- 
ver err'd in the manner you have done, look on your Fault as 
unpardonable. — Nor ſhall you, Betty, or Jonathan, be forgot. 
Fon. Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have reſolved to 
take one another for better for worſe. | 
| Sir Fobn. That I do approve it, you fhall find by the hand- 
ſome Provifion I'll make for you. | 

Wel. Son, not foreſeeing this happy Event, I ſent for the 
Tenants to attend, that upon making the Diſcovery they might 
be ready to pay their Duties to this Lady, upon her taking Poſ- 
ſeſſion of her Eſtate. | 1 

Sir John. Madam, what think you of inviting 'em in, to par- 
take of the general Joy? - 1 
. By all means. 
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Gaff. Gabb. Sach Virtue poſſeſſing, 
Includes ev'ry Bleſſing, 
ET ry Bleſſing, | 
Our mortal State can know. 
Wel. Such bright Examples fring, 
Each gen rous Soul inſpiring, 
Inſpiring, OE 
We ſcorn the Warld below. 
_ Plough. With Pleaſure while we gaze, | 
Sy Transform'd, our Souls we raiſe, 
For Virtue bebeld the Mind revwews. 


Tim. So the Sun, for ever bright, 
Communicates his Light, 

Aud adoras every Object that he views. 
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CHORUS. 


Since Truth to the Mind her own Likeneſ; reflets, 
Makes known our Defecti, makes known our Deſecłs; 
Since Truth to the Mind her own Likeneſs refleds, 
Let none the juſt Mirror deſpiſe. | 
What Virtue ſo bright but Reflection improves, 
Or Folly ſo ſtubborn, but what it removes? . 
Reflect, be happy, and wiſe. 


1 


Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in Two Pocket Volumes, 
„„ The MUSICAL MISCELLANY: being a COLLECTION 


of CHOICE SONGS, ſet to the VIOLIN and FLUTE, by 
the moſt Eminent MASTERS. 


The Man that hath no Muſick in himſelf, 
And is not mov'd with Concord of ſweet Sounds; | 
Is fit for Treaſone, Stratagems, and Spoils. Shakeſpear. 


Printed by and for I. Watts, at the Printing · Office in Wild- Court near 
Lincoln's- Inn - Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and 
Country. 

Nov. 12, 1729. This Day was publiſh'd, 

The THIRD and FOURTH VOLUMES f 
** The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection of 

CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 
to each Tune, and Tranſpoſed for the FLUTE. By the moſt Eminent 
Maſters, 

Musicx's the Cordial of ne Breaſt, 

The ſofteſt Remedy that Grief can find; 


The gentle Spell that Charms our Cares to Reſt; 
And calms the ruffling Paſſions of the Mind. 


Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing · Office in Wild. Court neat 


Lincoln Cie Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country, - 
— The FIFTH and SIXT H Volumes, which are deſign d to con- 


clude this COLLECTION, will go to the Preſs very ſpeedily; there- 
fore all GENTLEMEN and LADIES e to Contribute 
any NEW SONGS to this Collection, are deſired . ern as ſoon as 
poſſible, directed for John Watts, and Care will be taken to . em ſet 
to Muſick by the beſt MASTERS. 


N. B. Thoſe PIECES which are come to Hand nee the finiſhing the 
THIRD and FOURTH Volumes, ſhall be inſerted in nern 
and SIX T H. 


Fuſt Publiſ d, The Fourth Edition of 


„The FAIR CIRCASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance, Jone 
from the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are 
added ſeveral Occafional Poems, by the fame Author. Rn Me, Liber, 
ibis in Urbem. Ovid. 


nn 1 n a I 


-o A -» 


oY ow FT WW, 
__ _ 


October 28, 1729. | 85 


This Day was Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PIECES 
(mark d thus * in ibis Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with curious 
CUTTS, Defign'd by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. High- 

more, and Ingrav'd by Mr. Gerrard Vandergucht, the Second 
Edition of 
** A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS ard Hl 

STORIES. In Six Volumes, Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors 

in ſeveral Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before. 

All New Tranſlated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals. - 


VOI. I, Containing, VOL Iv. Containing, 
An Extract of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- | The Happy Slave. 
courſe concerning the Original of | The Rival Ladies. 
| Romances, _ The Loves of King Henry II, and 
TAYDE. - | Fair Roſamond. | 
The Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery. 
* The Adventures of Meleſicthon. The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. the Spaniards againſt the Repub- 
* The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady lick of Venice, | 
Jane Grey, | VOL. V. Containing, 

* The Adventures on the Black | The Little Gypſy. 
Mountains, : Ethelinda. | | 
Vol. II. Containing, | The Amour of Count Palviano and 

The Princeſs of Cleves. Eleonora. 
The Fair Maid of the Inn. The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
The Force of Friendſhip. Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex, 
Charon: or, the Ferry-Boat. $ Scanderbeg the Great. 
he Hiſtory of the Captive. - - VOL. VI. Containing, 
VOL. III. Containing, The Life of Caſtruccio Caftracani of 
Don Carlos. | Lucca. | 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and | The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa, 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. | | The Spaniſh Lady of England. 
The Curious Impertinent. | The Lady Cornelia. 
The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. | * The Hiſtory of Maſſaniello. 
he Prevalence of Blood. The Falſe Dutcheſs. | 
he Liberal Lover, Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 
The Beautiful Turk. | Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 


Printed for J. Watts, at the Printing-Office in Wild- Court near Lincoln's- 


lan Fields; And Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country. 
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January 16, 1729. | 
This Day was Publiſh'd the THIRD EDITION of 
*1* Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe, (Invented for the Amuſe- 


ment of His Highneſs WILLI AM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. Gar: 


With Fifty One Cutts, defign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr Wotton, and En- 
'graved by Mr. Baron, Mr. Vander ucht, and Mr, Fourdrinier. Printed for 
J. Tonſon, and J. Watts, | 


* 


. with Akerations. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


Yuft Publify'd, 

TIMOLEON.. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by 
His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn. The Second 
Edit 


rion. - 

The VIRGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatres 
Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Richard Barford, 

The FATAL EXTRAVAGANCE. A Tragedy. As it is Acted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Joſeph 
Mitchell. The Fourth Edition Corrected. | 

The FATE of VILLANY, A Play, As it is Ated by the Com- 
pany of Comedians, at the Theatre in Goodmans-Fieids. 

DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST LOVERS, 
A Play, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Ori- 

inally by W. Shakeſpeare; and now Reviſed and Adapted to the Stage 
y Mr. Theobald, the Author of. Shakeſpeare Reftor'd. 

The HUMOURS of OXFORD. A Comedy. As it is Acted at 
the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by a Gentleman 
of Wadham- College. The Second Edition. 

The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY to LON- 
DON. A Comedy, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Maje- 
ſty's Servants. Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh, and Mr. Cibber. 
The Second Edition. 

LOVE ia SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy, As it is Acted at 
the Theatre-Roya), by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Fielding. 
The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre 
in Goodmans- Fields. Written by Mr. Fielding. 

The DISSEMBLED WAN TON; or, My SON get MONET. 


A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre- Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, 


Written by Mr. Welſted. 

The BEGGAR's OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatre- Royal in 
Lincolns-Ian- Fields, Written by Mr. Gay. The Second Edition: To 
which is Added The Ouverture in Score; With the Muſick prefix d to 


each Song. 


LOVE in aRIDDLE. A PASTORAL. Asit is Acted at the 
Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Cibber, 
With the Mufick to each Song, | | 

The VILLAGE OPERA. 4s it is Acted at the Theatre- Roya 
by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Johnſon. With the Mufick 
prefix'd to each Song. 

MOMUS turn'd FABULIST: or VULCANA WEDDING. 
An Opera: After the Manner of the Beggar's Opera. As it is perform'd 
at the Theatre Royal in Lincolns-Inn-Fields, With the Mulick prefix d 


'to each Song, 


The LOVER's OPERA. Asit is perform'd at the Theatre-Royal, 
by His Majeſty's Scrvants. By Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, 


# 


The QUAKER' OPERA. As it is perform'd at Lee's and Har- 
per's Great Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Fair. With the Muſick 
Prefix d to each Song. | 


All Printed for J.W aTTs at the Printing-Office in 1ild-Court near 
Lizeolns- Inn- Fielas ; 2, Sold *by the Bockſcllers both of Town 
and Country. F N . 
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His MajesTY's Servants. 
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Learn 10 be wiſe from others Harm, 


And you ſpall do full well. 
Old Ballad of the Leun Fall 
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PROLOGU E. 
Spoken by Mr. CI BBER, Jun. 


HE Tr AMufe, ſublime, delights to 

7 Elder, of Royal 2 

In awful Pomp, Majeſtick, to relate | 

The Fall of Nations, or ſome Hero's Fate : 

That Scepter d Chiefs may by \Example know, 

' The ſtrange Viciſſitude of Things below : 

What Dangers on Security attend ; 

How Pride and Cruelty in Ruin end: - 

Hence Providence ſupreme to know'; and own : 

Humanity adds. Glory to a Throne. 3 
In ery former Age, and forcign Tongue, 5 

With Native Grandeur thus the Goddeſs ſunp. 


= OUpon our Stage, indeed, with wiſh'd Succeſs, 


Jou ve Sometimes ſeen her in an humbler Dreſs ; 

Great only in Diſtreſs. Men ſoe complains 

In Southern's, Rowe's, or Otway*s moving Strains, 

The Brillant Drops that fall from each bright "I * 

The abſent Pomp, with brighter Gems, ſupp! E 
Forgive us then, if ue attempt to ſhow, Vit"! 

In artleſs Strains, a Tale of private Woe. 

A London Prentice ruin d is our Theme, 

Drawn from the fam'd old Song, that bears bis Name. 

Me hope your Tuſte is not ſo high. to ſcorn e 

A moral Tale, efteem'd ere you were born; 

Which for a C entury of rolling Tears, 

Has filPd a thouſand thouſand Eyes with Tar. 
1f thoughtleſs Youth to warn, and ſhame the 5 

From Vice deſiructive, well becomes the Stage; 

If this Example Innocence inſure, 

Prevent our Guilt, or by Reflection cure; 

F Milwood*s dreadful Crimes, and ſad Deſpair, 

Commend the Virtue of the Good and Fair ; 

The Art be wanting, and our Numbers fail, 

Indulge the Attempt in Fuſtice to the Tale. To 

A 2 Dramatis 


NOM 
pat 1 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Thorowgood. Mr. Bridgwater. 
Barnwell, Uncle fo George. Mr. Roberts. 
George Barnwell. Mr. C:bber, Jun. 
Trueman. Mr. V. Mill. 
Blunt. Mr. R. Witberbile. 
WOMEN. 
Maria. Mrs. Cibber, 
Millwood. | Mrs. Butler. 


Lucia. Mrs. Charke. 
Officers with their Attendants, Keeper, and Footmen. 


SCEN E London, and an adjacent Village. 
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A CGI E 
SCENE 1. A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 


Enter Thorow good and Trueman. 
Trueman. = IR, the Packet from Genoa is artived. 


| | { Groves Leiters. 
Thor, Heaven be prais' d! The Storm 
that threatn'd our Royal Miſtreſs, pure Religion, Li- 
berty, and Laws, is for a Time diverted ; the haugh- 
ty and revengeful Spaniard, diſappointed of the Loan 
on which he depended from Genoa, muſt now attend 
the flow return of Wealth from his new World, to 
| ſupply his empty Coffers, ere he can execute his pur- 
po8'd Invaſion of our happy Iſland; by which Means 
Tunes gr to make ſuch Preparations on our Part,' 
A 3 | as 


6 The Hiſtory of GEORGE BARNWELL, 
as may, Heav'n concurring, prevent his Malice, or 
turn the meditated Miſchief on himſelf. | 

Tr. He muſt be inſenſible indeed, who is not af. 
| fected when the Safety of his Country is concern'd, 
Sir, may I know by what Means? if I am too bold 

Thor. Your Curioſity is laudable ; and I gratify it 
with the greater Pleafure, becauſe from thence you 
may learn, how honeſt Merchants, as ſuch, may ſome- 
times contribute tathe Safety of their Country, as they 
do at all Times to its Happineſs ; that if hereafter 
you ſhould be tempted to any Action that has the 
Appearance of Vice or Meannefs in it, upon reflecting 
upon the Dignity of our Profeſſion, you may, with 
honeſt Scorn, reject whatever is unworthy of it. 

Tr. Shou'd Barmuell, or I, who have the Benefit 

of your Example, by our ill Conduct, bring any Im- 
putation on that honourable Name, we muſt be left 
without Excuſe. 

Thor. You compliment, young Man Trueman 
bows reſpectfully.] Nay, I'm not offended. As the 
Name of Merchant never degrades the Gentleman, fo 
by no Means does it exclude him; only take heed 
not to purchaſe the Character of complaiſant at the 
Expence of your. Sincerity.— But te anſwer your 
Queſtion. The Bank of Genoa had agreed, at ex- 
ceſſive Intereſt, and on good Security, to advance 
the King of Spain a Sum of Money, ſufficient to 
equip his vaſt Armado; of which our peerleſs Eliza- 
beth (more than in Name the Mother of her People) 
being well informed, ſent M alſingbam, her wiſe and 


faithful Secretary, to conſult the Merchants of this MW 


loyal City 3. who all agreed to direct ther ſeveral 
Age 
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Agents to influence, if poſſible, the Genoeſe to break 
their Contract with the Spaniſh Court. Tis done ; 
the State and Bank of Genoa, having maturely weigh- 
ed, and rightly judged of their true Intereſt; prefer 
the Friendſhip of the Merchants of Londoz to that 
of a Monarch, who proudly ſtyles himſelf * of 
both Indies. 

Tr. Happy Succeſs of prudent Councils What a an 
Expence of Blood and Treaſure is here ſaved ? Ex- 
cellent Queen! O how unlike thoſe Princes, who 
make the Danger of Foreign Enemies a Pretence to 
oppreſs their Subjects by Taxes great and grievous 
| to be born. 
 K Thor. Not fo our gracious Queen; whoſe richeſt 

Exchequer is her People's Love, as their Happineſs 

. her greateſt Glory. 

FP. On theſe Terms to defend us is to make our 
Protection a Benefit worthy her who confers it, and 
well worth our Acceptance. Sir, have 2 aux 

Commands for me at this Time? 

Thor. Only look carefully over the x to * 
whether there are any Tradeſmens Bills unpaid; if 
there are, ſend and diſcharge em. We muſt not let 
Artificers loſe their Time, fo uſeful to the Publick 
and their Families, in unneceſſary Attendance. [ Exit 

Trueman. Enter Maria.] Well, Maria, have you 
given Orders for the Entertainment? I would have 
it in ſome meaſure worthy the Gueſts. Let there be 
Plenty, and of the beſt z that the Courtiers may at 

leaſt commend our Hoſpitality. 
Ma. Sir, I have endeavour'd not to wrong your 
$* well-kno wn Generoſity by an ill-tim'd ener 
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Dor. Nay, *twas a needleſs Caution; I have no 
Cauſe to doubt your Prudence. 

Ma. Sir, I find my {ſelf unfit for Converſation ; I 
ſhould but' increaſe the Number of the ren cd 
without adding to their Satisfaction. 

Thor. Nay, my Child! this Melancholy muſt not 
be indulged. 

' Ma. Company will but increaſe it: I wiſh you 


would diſpenſe with my Abfence ; Solitude beſt ſuits 


=y preſent Temper. 

Thor. You are not inſenſible that it is V chiefly on 
your Account theſe noble Lords do me the Honour 
ſo frequently to grace my Board; ſhou'd you be ab- 
ſent, the Diſappointment may make them repent their 
Condeſcenfion, and think their Labour loft. + 

Ma. He, that ſhall think his Time or Honour loſt 
in viſiting, you, can ſet no real Value on your Daugh- 
ters Company, whoſe only Merit is, that ſhe is yours. 
The Man of Quality, who chooſes to converſe with 


a Gentleman and Merchant of your Worth and Cha- 


rafter, may confer Honour by ſo ws but he loſes 
none. 

© Thor. Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you 
that a young Gentleman may prefer your Converſa- 
tion to mine, yet intend me no diſreſpect at all ; for 
tho* he may loſe no Honour in my Company, *tis 
very natural for him to expect more Pleaſure in yours. 
I remember the Time, when the Company of the 
greateſt and wiſeſt Man in the Kingdom would have 
been infipid and tireſome to me, if it had deprived 
me of an Opportunity of en joying one 1 Mother's. 

Neem 


ws. f 1 
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Ma. Your's, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; 
for generous Minds know no Pleaſure in Society but 
where *tis mutual. 

Thor. Thou know'ſt I have no Heir, no Child but 
thee : the Fruits of many Years ſucceſsful Induftry 
muſt all be thine ; now it would give me Pleaſure, 
great as my Love to ſee on whom you would beſtow 
it. I am daily ſolicited by Men of the greateſt Rank 
and Merit for Leave to addreſs you ; but I have hi- 
therto declin'd it, in hopes that, by Obſervation, I 
ſhou'd learn which way your Inclination tends ; for, 

as I know Love to be eſſential to Happineſs in the 
Marriage State, I had rather my Approbation ſhould 
confirm your Choice, than direct it. 

Ma. What can I fay? How ſhall I anſwer, as I 
ought, this Tenderneſs, ſo uncommon, even in the 
beſt of Parents ? But you are without Example ; yet 
had you been leſs indulgent, I had been moſt wretch- 
ed. That I look on the Crowd of Courtiers that vi- 
fit here, with equal Eſteem, but equal Indifference, 
you have obſerved, and I muſt needs confeſs; yet 
had you afferted your Authority, and infifted on a 

Parents Right to be obey'd, I had ſubmitted, and to 
my Duty ſacrifice my Peace. 

Thor. From your perfect Obedience in every other 
Inſtance, I fear'd as much; and therefore would leave 
you without a Biaſs in an Affair wherein your Hap- 
pineſs i is ſo immediately concern d. 

Ma. Whether from a Want of that juſt Ambition 
that wou'd become your Daughter, or from ſome 
other Cauſe I know not ; but I find high Birth and 
Titles don't recommend the Man, who owns them, 
| to my Aﬀections. | Thor, 
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Thor. I would not that they ſhould, unlefs his Me- 
rit recommends him more. A noble Birth and For- 


tune, tho' they make not a bad Man good, yet they 


are a real Advantage to a worthy one, and place his 
Virtues in the faireft Light. 

Ma. 1 cannot anſwer for my Inclinations; but 
they ſhall ever be ſubmitted to your Wiſdom and 
Authority; and as you will not compel me to marry 
where I cannot love, Love ſhall never make me a& 
contrary to my pn My have I your Permiſſion 
to retire ? 


Thor. PII fee you to your Chamber. ee 


SCENE IK 
A Room in Millwood's Houſe. 


Millwood at her Toilet. Lucy waiting, 
Mill. F F © W dol look to Day, Lucy? 
Lug. O, killingly, (Eee A little 
more Red, and you'll be irrefiftible !—— But why 
this more than ordinary Care of your Dreſs and Com- 
plexion ? What new Conqueſt are you aiming at? 

Mill. A Conqueſt would be new indeed ! 

Lucy. Not to you, who make 'em every Day, — 
but to me— Well! 'tis what Pm never to expet,— 
unfortunate as I am !—But your Wit and Beauty 

Mill. Firſt made me a Wretch, and ſtill continue 
me ſo.—-Men, however generous or fincere to one 
another, are all ſelfiſh Hypocrites in their Affairs 
with us. We are no otherwiſe eſteemed or regarded 
by ** but as we contribute to their Satisfaction. 

2 Luc, 


7 —=v FE For © ay” . ST CTC I YE! 
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Lucy. You are certainly, Madam, on the wrong 
Side in this Argument: Is not the Expence all theirs ? 
And I am fure, it is our own Fault if we han't our 
Share of the Pleaſure. +499 

Mill. We are but Slaves to Men. Ft 

Lucy. Nay, *tis they that are Slaves moſt MEI 
for we lay them under Contribution. | 

Mill. Slaves have no Property; no, not even in 
themſelves. All is the Victor's. 2 

Lucy. You are ſtrangely arbitrary in your Princi- 

. ples, Madam. 

Mill. I would have my Conqueſts complete, like 
thoſe of the Spaniards in the New World; who firſt 
plunderd the Natives of all the Wealth they had, 
and then condemn'd the Wretches to the Mines for 
Life, to work for more. | | 

Lacy. Well, I ſhall never approve of your Scheme 
of Government: I ſhould think it much more poli- 
tick, as well as juſt, to find my Subjects an caſter Em- 
ployment. 

Mill. It's a general Maxim among the knowing 
Part of Mankind, that a Woman without Virtue, like 
a Man without Honour or Honeſty, is capable of any 
Action, tho? never fo vile: And yet what Pains will 
they not take, what Arts not uſe, to ſeduce us from 
our Innocence, and make us contemptible and wick- 
ed, even in their own Opinions? Then is it not juſt, 
the Villains, to their Coſt, ſhould find us fo? But 
Guilt makes them ſufpicious, and keeps them on their 
Guard ; therefore we can take Advantage only of 
the young and innocent Part of the Sex, who having 
never injur d Wn 23 no Injury from 
them. | Lucy. 
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i Lucy. Ay they muſt be young indeed. 

Mill. Such a one, I think, I have found. —Asg Pye 
paſſed thro? the City, I have often obſerv'd him re- 
ceiving and paying confiderable Sums of Money : 
from thence I conclude he is employ'd in Affairs of 
Conſequence. 

Lucy. Is he handſome? 

Mill. Ay, ay, the — is well made, and has 

a good Face. 
Tucy. About— 

Mill. Eighteen. 

Lucy. Innocent, Handſome, and about VET 
You'll be vaſtly happy. Why, if you manage well, 
you may keep him to yourſelf. theſe two or three 
Years. 

Mill. If I manage well, I ſhall have done with 
him much ſooner. Having long had a Deſign on 
him, and meeting him Yeſterday, I made a full Stop, 
and gazing wiſhfully on his Face, aſk'd him his 
Name: He bluſt'd, and bowing very low, anſwer'd, 
George Barnwell. I beg'd his Pardon for the Free- 
dom I had taken, and told him, that he was the Per- 
fon I had long wiſh'd to ſee, and to whom I had an 
Affair of Importance to communicate, at a proper 
Time and Place: He nam'd a Tavern; I talk'd of 
Honour and Reputation, and invited him to my 
Houſe : He ſwallow'd the Bait, promis'd to come, 

and this is the Time I expect him. [Knocking at the 

| Door.] Some body knocks ;—ed'ye hear, I am at 
Home to no body to day, but him. [Exit Lucy.] 
Leſs Affairs muſt give way to thoſe of more Conſe- 
quence ; and I am „ miſtaken if this does not 
Prove 
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prove of great Importance to me and him too before 
I have done with him. Now after what Man- 
ner ſhall I receive im? Let me confider——what 
manner of Perſon am I to receive? He is young, in- 
nocent, and baſhful : therefore I muſt take Care not 
to put him out of Countenance, at firſt. But then, 

if I have any Skill in Phyſiognomy, he is amorous 3 
and, with a little Aſſiſtance, will ſoon get the better 
of his Modeſty. Il een truſt'ts Nature, who 
does Wonders in theſe Matters. If to ſeem what 
is not, in order to be the better lik*d-for what one 
really is; if to ſpeak one thing, and mean the direct 
contrary, be Art in a Woman —1 n ne 
of Nature. 


Enter Barnwell, bowing very low. Lacy at @ Diſtance 

Mill. Sir | the Surprize and Out. | 

Barn. Madam 

Mill. This is ſuch a Favour !-— [Advancing. 

Barn, Pardon me, Madam |!-—— © 

Mill. So unhop'd for. I [Still advances. 
[Barnwell ſalutes her, and retires in Confuſion. 

Mill. end ama yung e 
Barn. I fear I am too bold. —— ' 

MI. Alas, Sir! J may juſtly apprehend you think 
me ſo.—Pleaſe, Sir, to fit—T am as much at a Loſs 
how to receive this Honour as I ought, as I am ſur- 
priz d at your Goodneſs in conferring it. 

Barn. 1 n had r I promiſed 
to come. | 
Mill. That is ene . few Men are 
ich 3 Obſervers of their Worx. 


"= 
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2 ——— — nt „ os * as 


 wonld conceal. 


14 The Hiſtory of GORE BARNWEL L. 
Mid. To one another; but we. ſimple Women ate 
ſeldom n to gain a 


| 3 Remembrance. 


[ Laying ber Hand on bis, as by Arciden 

Bern. Her Diſorder is fo great, ſne don't perceive 
ſhe has laid her Hand on mine. Heavens! how ſhe 
trembles What can this mean! /[ Hens. * 
Mill. The Intereſt I have in all that relates to you, 
{the Reaſon of which you ſhalbknow hereafter) ex- 
cites my Curiofity ; and, were I ſure you would par- 
don my Preſumption, I ſhould» deſire o know Your 
real Sentiments on a very particular Subject. 
Barn. Madam, you may command my Poor 
Thoughts on any Saen: I have none that! 


Mill. You'll think me bold. 
Barn. No, indeed. 

Mill. What then are your Thoughts of Love? 

Barn. If you mean the Love of Women, I have 
not thought of it at all. My Youth. and Circum- 
ſtances make ſuch Thoughts improper in me yet; 
But if you mean the general Love we owe to Man- 
kind, I think no one has more of it in his Temper 
than myſelf, I don't know that Perſon in the World, 
whoſe Happineſs I don't with, and woyu'dn't promote, 
were it in my Power. In an eſpecial Manner I love 
my Uncle, and my Maſter; but above all, my Friend. 


' Adil, You have a Friend then whom . k 


Barn. As he does me fincerely. | 
Mill. He is, — Yi bleſed with. you 
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| Barn, We live in one Houſe, and bach ſerve the 
Game worthy Merchant. 

Mill. Happy, happy Youth! white thou art, 
I envy thee, and fo muſt all, who ſee and know this 
Youth. What have I loſt, by being form'd a Wo- 
man! I hate my Sex, myſelf ———D—Had I been a 
Man, I might perhaps have been as happy in your 
Friendſhip, as he who now enjoys it: But as * 
| F I never obſery'd Women before, or this is 
ſure the moſt beautiful of her Sex. [A/ide.] You ſeem 


* diforder'd, Madam! May I know the Cauſe? 


All. Do not-afk me, -I can newer ſpeale it, 


| whatever is the Cauſe ;—I wiſh for things impoſlible. 


e Maſter, to 
live 1 in one Houſe with you. 

Barn. How ſtrange, and yet how kind, her Words 
and Actions are; and the Effect they have on me is 
28 ſtrange.— I feel Deſires I never knew before; 1 
muſt be gone while I have power to go. ann 
dam, I humbly take my Leave. 

Mill. You will not ſure leave me ſo ſoon! 
Barn. Indeed, I muſt. 

Mill. You cannot be fo cruel! - U 


poor Supper, at which L promis d my ſelf your Com- 


Barn. In en I ad rene e neee Jon 
_defign'd me; but my Duty to my Maſter calls me 
hence. I never yet neglected his Service: He is fo 
gentle, and ſo good a Maſter, that ſhould I 

him, the! by ge OE he 
6 "f FIC 

Mil. 
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Mill. Am ] refus'd, by the firſt Man, the ſecond 
Favour I ever ſtoop'd to aſk? Go then thou proud 
hard-hearted Youth———But know, you are the only 
Man that cou'd be found, who wouw'd let 'me ſue 
twice for greater Favours. 

Barn. What ſhall I do! How ſhall I 90 or ſtay ! 

Mill. Yet do not, do not leave me, I with my Sex's 
Pride wou'd meet your Scorn : but when I look upon 
you, when I behold thoſe Eyes, Oh! ſpare my 
Tongue, and let my Bluſhes (this Flood: of 
Tears to that will force its Way) declare what 
Woman s Modeſty ſhould hide. 

Barn. Oh, Heav*ns! ſhe loves me, tin as 
I am. Her Looks, her Words, her flowing Tears 
confeſs it. And can I leave her then ?ﬀ Oh never, 
never Madam, dry up your Tears. You ſhall 
command me always ; I will 1 here for ever if 
you'd have me. 
Luc. So! ſhe has wheedled him out of his Virtue 
of Obedience already, and will ſtrip him of all the 
reſt, one after another, till ſhe has left him as few as 
her Ladyſhip, or myſelf. [Afide. 

Mill. Now you are kind, indeed : but I mean not 
to detain you always: I would have you ſhake' off 
all laviſh Obedience to your Maſter; but you may 
ſerve him ill. 

Lucy. Serve him ftill !——— Ay, or he'll have no 
Opportunity of fingering his Caſh, and then he'll not 
e pur Pll-be (worn. © IA. 


2 IP 
* 


Eur Blunt. 


Blow, Madam, W on the Table. rent 91 
na Mill. 


The Hiftory of GzorRGE BARNWELL. 17 
Mill. Come, Sir, you'll excuſe all Defects. My 
Thoughts were too much employ d on my Gueſt to 
obſerve the Entertainment. 
[ Exeunt Barnwell and Millwood. | 
Blunt. What's all this Preparation, this elegant Sup- 
per, Variety of Wines, and Muſick, for the Enter- 
tainment of that young Fellow? 7 
Lucy. So it ſeems. 


Blunt. What is our Miſtreſs turn'd Fool at laſt ? 


She's in Love with him, I ſuppoſe. 
Lucy. I ſuppoſe not but ſhe deſigns to make 
him in love with her, if ſhe can. 


Blunt, What will ſhe get by that ? He ſeems under 


Age, and can't be ſuppos'd to have much Money. 


Lucy. But his Maſter has; and that's the ſame _ 


as ſhe*1] manage it. 

Blunt. 1 don't like this fooling with a handſome 
young Fellow; while ſhe's endeavouring to enſnare 
him, ſhe may be caught herſelf. 

Lacy. Nay, were ſhe like me, that would * 


be the Conſequence ; for, I confeſs, there is ſomething 


in Youth and Innocence that moves me mightily. 
Blunt. Yes ſo does the Smoothneſs and Plumpneſs 


of a Partridge move a mighty Deſire in the Hawk to 


be the Deſtruction of it. 

Lucy. Why Birds are their Prey, as Men are ours; 
though, as you obſery'd, we are ſometimes caught 
ourſelyes :——But that, I dare ſay, will never be the 
Caſe with our Miſtreſs. 


Blunt, 1 wiſh it may prove ſo; for you know we 


all depend upon her: Should ſhe trifle away her 


B Time 
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Time with a young Fellow, that there's nothing to 
be got by, we muſt all ſtarve. 

Lucy. There's no Danger of that; for I am ſure the 
has no View in this Affair, but Intereſt. 

Blunt. Well, and what Hopes are there of Succeſs 
in that ? 

Lucy. The moft croniiiing that can be. —Tis 
true, the Youth has his Scruples; but ſhe'll ſoon teach 
him to anſwer them, by ſtifling his Conſcience. — 


O, the Lad is in a hopeful Way, depend upon't. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE draws and diſcovers Barnwell and Millwood 
at Supper. An Entertainment of Muſick and Singing. 
After which they come forward. 


Barn. What can I Reer All that I know is, 
that you are fair, and I am miſerable. 

Mill. We are both fo, and yet the Fault is in our- 
ſelves. 

Barn. To eaſe our preſent Anguiſh by plunging 
into Guilt, is to buy a Moment's Pleaſure with an 
Age of Pain. 

Mill. I ſhould have thought the Joys of Love as 
laſting as they are great; if ours prove otherwiſe, 
tis your Inconſtancy muſt make them ſo. 

Barn. The Law of Heav'n will not be revers'd; 
and that requires us to govern our Paſſions. 

Mill. To give us Senſe of Beauty and Defires, and 
yet forbid us to taſte and be happy, is a Cruelty to 
Nature. Have we Paſſions only to torment us? 


mY Ha 


| Commits himſelf, th# doubtful, to the Wind, 
Longs much for 705 to come, yet mourns thoſe left 
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Barn. To hear you talk, tho? in the Cauſe of Vice; 


to gaze upon your Beauty; preſs your Hand, and fee 
your Snow-white Boſom heave and fall ; enflames my 


| Wiſhes; my Pulſe beats high; my Senſes all are in a- 


Hurry, and I am on the Rack of wild Defire. — 


Yet for a Moment's guilty Pleaſure, ſhall I loſe my 
Innocence, my Peace of Mind, and Hopes of ſolid 


Happineſs ? 4 
Mill. Chimeras all ! lms on with me and prove 
No Jays like Woman-kind, no Head n like Love. 
Barn. I wou'd not. yet muſt on. 
Reluftant thus, the Merchant quits his Eaſe, . 
And truſts to Rocks, and Sands, and ſtormy Seas; 
In Hopes ſome unknown golden Coaſt to find, 


_ behind. Py 
be Eud of the Firſt Af. 
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ACG 8% 
sc ENA E 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Enter Barnwell. 


Barn. O W ftrange are afl Things round me? 

H like ſome Thief, who treads forbidden 
Ground, and fain wou'd lurk unſeen, fearful I enter 
each Apartment of this well known Houſe. To 
guilty Love, as if that were too little, already have 
I added Breach of Truft.— A Thief ! —CanI 
know my ſelf that wretched thing, and look my ho- 
neſt Friend and injur'd Maſter in the Face? Tho 
Hypocriſy may a while conceal my Guilt, at length 
it will be known, and publick Shame and Ruin muſt 
enſue. In the mean time, what muſt be my Life ? 
ever to ſpeak a Language foreign to my Heart ; 
hourly to add to the Number of my Crimes, in or- 
der to conceal em. Sure ſuch was the Condition 
of the grand Apoſtate, when firſt he loſt his Purity: 
like me, diſconſolate, he wander'd ; and, while yet 
in Heav*n, bore all his future Hell about him. 


Enter Trueman. 

Tr. Barmuell! Oh how I rejoice to ſee you ſafe 
ſo will our Maſter and his gentle Daughter; who, 
during your Abſence often enquir'd after you. 

Barn. Wou'd he were gone; his officious Love 
will pry into the Secrets of my Soul. (Afae. 

13 | . 
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Tr. Unleſs you knew the Pain the whole Family 
has felt on your Account, you can't conceive how 
much you are beloy'd : But why thus cold and 
filent? When my Heart is full of Joy for your Re- 
turn, why do you turn away? why thus avoid me? 
what have I done? how am alter'd fince you ſaw me 
laſt ? Or rather, what have you done; and why are 
you thus chang'd ? for I am ſtill the ſame. 

Barn. What have I done indeed ? [ Afide, 

Tr. Not ſpeak nor look upon me 

Barn. By my Face he will diſcover all I would con- 
ceal ; methinks already I begin to hate him. ¶ Afide. 

Tr. I cannot bear this Uſage from a Friend; one 


| whom till now I ever found ſo loving, whom yet I 


love; tho' this Unkindneſs ftrikes at the Root of 
Friendſhip, and might deſtroy it in any Breaſt but 


mine. 


Barn. I am not well; [Turning to him.] Sleep has 
been a Stranger to theſe eyes ſince you beheld them 

Tr. Heavy they look indeed, and ſwoln with Tears; 
now they o'erflow ; ——rghtly did my ſympa- 
thizing Heart forbode laſt Night, when thou waſt 
abſent, ſomething fatal to our Peace. 

Barn. Your Friendſhip engages you too far. My 
Troubles, whate'er they are, are mine alone; you 


have no Intereſt in them, nor ought your Concern for 


me to give you a Moments Pain. 
Tr. You ſpeak as if you knew of F nd nothing 


but the Name. Before I faw your Grief, I felt it. 


Since we parted laſt I have ſlept no more than you, 


but penſive in my Chamber fat alone, and ſpent the 


Fs tedious 
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tedious Night in Wiſhes for your Safety and Return: 
&en now, tho* ignorant of the Cauſe, your Sorrow 
wounds me to the Heart. | 

Barn. *Twill not be always thus. Friendſhip and all 
Engagements ceaſe, as Circumſtances and Occaſions 
vary; and ſince you once may hate me, perhaps it 
might be better for us both, that now you lov'd me leſs. 

Tr. Sure I but dream] without a Cauſe would Barn. 
well uſe me thus?—ungenerous and ungrateful Youth, 
farewell; I ſhall endeavour to follow your Advice — 
Going. ] Yet ſtay, perhaps I am too raſh, and angry 
when the Cauſe demands Compaſſion. Some unfore- 
| ſeen Calamity may have befaln him too great to bear, 

Barn. What part am I reduced to act? *Tis vile 
and baſe to move his Temper thus, the beſt of Friends 
and Men. 

Tr. I am to blame, pr'ythee forgive me, Barmewell. 
Try to compoſe your ruffled Mind, and let me know 
the Cauſe that thus tranſports you from yourſelf; my 
friendly Counſel may reſtore your Peace. 

Barn. All that is poſſible for Man to do for Man, 
your generous Friendſhip 1 effect; but here even 
that's in vain. 

. Something dreadful is lab'ring in your Breaſt; 
O give it vent, and let me ſhare your Grief; *twill 
eaſe your Pain ſhould it admit no Cure, and make it 
lighter by the Part I bear. 

Barn. Vain Suppofition ! my Woes increaſe by be- 

ing obſerv d; ſhould the Cauſe be EPS, they would 
exceed all Bounds. | 
Jr. So well I know thy honeſt Heart, Guilt cannot 
dard there. 

5 1 | Born, 
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Barn. O Torture inſupportable! I Aſide. 

Tr. Then why am I excluded ? have 1a Thought 
I would conceal from you? 

Barn. If till you urge me on this hated Subject, 
Pl! never enter more beneath this Roof, nor ſee your 
Face again. 

Tr. 'Tis ſtrange, 
you hate me not. 

Barn. Hate — am not chat Monler 

et. | 
a . Tr. Shall our Friendſhip ſtill continue? 

Barn. It's a Bleſſing I never was worthy of, yet 
now muſt ſtand on Terms; and but upon Conditions 
can confirm 1t. 

Tr. What are they? 

Barn. Never hereafter, tho you mould e, at 
my Conduct, deſire to know more than I am willing 
to reveal. 

Tr. 'Tis hard, but upon any Conditions I muſt be 


but 1 ben dine, [ton has 


your Friend. 
Barn. Then, as much as one joſt to bimfelf can he 
other's, I am yours. [ Embracing. 


Tr. Be ever ſo, and may Heaven reſtore your 
Peace. 

Barn. Will Yeſterday, return We have ie 
the glorious Sun, that till then inceſſant roll'd, once 
ſtop'd his rapid Courſe, and once went back: The 
Dead have riſen; and parch'd Rocks pour d forth a 
liquid Stream to quench a People's Thirſt: The Sea 
divided, and form'd Walls of Water, while a whole 
Nation paſs'd in Safety thro? its ſandy Boſom : Hun- 
gry Lions have refus'd their Prey: And Men unhurt 
* have 
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have walk'd amidſt conſuming Flames; but never 
yet did Time once paſt return. | 
Tr. Tho? the continued Chain of Time has never 
once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muſt 
keep on its Courſe, till loſt in Eternity it ends there 
where it firſt begun; yet as Heaven can repair what. 
ever Evils Time can bring upon us, we ought never 
to deſpair But Buſineſs requires our Attendance ; 
Buſineſs the Youth's beſt Preſervative from Ill, as 
Idleneſs his worſt of Snares Will you go with met 
Barn. Il take a little Time to reflect on what has 
paſt, and follow you. [ Exit Trueman. ] I might have 
truſted Trueman, and ingaged him to apply to my 
Uncle to repair the Wrong I have done my Maſter; 
but what of Milland? muſt T expoſe her too? un- 
generous and baſe ! then Heaven requires it not- But 
Heaven requires that I forſake her. What! never ſee 
her more! Does Heaven require that? I hope I may 
ee her, and Heaven not be offended. Preſumptuous 
Hope, _—dearly already have I prov'd my Frailty; 
ſhould I once more tempt Heav'n, I may be left to fall, 
never to riſe again, —Yet ſhall I leave her, for ever 
leave her, and not let her know the Cauſe ? She who 
loves me with ſuch a boundlefs Paſſion !—Can Cruel. 
ty be Duty? I judge of what ſhethen muſt feel, by 
what I now endure. The Lovebt Life, and fear of 
Shame, oppos'd by Inclination ſtrong as Death or 
Shame, like Wind and Tide an raging Conflict met, 
- when neither can prevail, keep me in doubt: How 


then can.] determine. 
5 nar 
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Enter Thorowgood. 

Thor. Without a Cauſe aſſign'd or Notice given, to 
abſent your ſelf laſt Night was a Fault young Man, 
and I came to chide you for it, but hope I am pre- 
vented, That modeſt Bluſh, the Confufion ſo viſible 
in your Face, ſpeak Grief and Shame : When we have 
offended Heaven, it requires no more; and ſhall Man, 
who needs himſelf to be forgiven, be harder to ap- 
peaſe : If my Pardon or Love be of moment to 


your Peace, look up ſecure of both. 
Barn. This Goodneſs has o'ercome me. [Aide] 2 


Sir, you know not the Nature and Extent of my Of- 


fence; and I ſhou'd abuſe your miſtaken Bounty to 
receive it. Tho' I had rather die than ſpeak my 
Shame; tho* Racks could not have forced the guilty 
Secret from my Breaſt, your Kindneſs has. | 
Thor. Enough, enough, whate'er it be, this Con- 
cern ſhews you're convinced, and I am ſatisfied. How 
painful is the Senſe of Guilt to an ingenuous Mind ?— 
ſome youthful Folly, which it were prudent not to 
enquire into. When we confider the frail Condition 
of Humanity, it may raiſe our Pity, not our Wonder, 
that Youth ſhould go aſtray ; when Reaſon weak at the 


| beſt oppoſed to Inglinatian, ſcarce form*d, and wholly 


unaſſiſted by Experience, faintly contends, or willing- 


ly becomes the Slave of Senſe. The State of Youth 


is much to be deplored ; and the more ſo, becauſe they 
ſee it not, being” then to Danger moſt expos'd, when 
they are leaſt prepar*d for their Defence. [Aue. 

Barn. Am 


and abhor me. 


me. 
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Thor. I never will. Yet be upon your Guard in 
this gay thoughtleſs Seaſon of your Life; when the 
Senſe of Pleaſure's quick, and Paſſion high, the vo-. 
luptuous Appetites, ragmg and fierce, demand the 
ſtrongeſt Curb; take heed of a Relapſe: When Vice 
becomes habitual, the very Power of leaving it is loſt, 
Barn. Hear me, on my Knees confeſs —— 
Thor. Not a Syllable more upon this Subject; it 
were not Mercy but Cruelty, to hear what muſt give 
you ſuch Torment to reveal. 
Barn. This Generoſity amazes and diſtracts me. 
_- Ther. This Remorſe makes thee dearer to me than 
if thou hadſt never offended ; whatever is your Fault, 
of this I'm certain ; *twas harder for you to offend 
than me to pardon. [Exit Thorowgodd. 
Barn. Villain! Villain! Villain! baſely to wrong fo 
excellent a Man. Shou'd I again return to Folly ?— 
deteſted Thought ;—but what of Milkvood then ?— 
Why, I renounce her; I give her up. The 
Struggle's over, and Virtue has prevail'd. Reaſon may 
convince, but Gratitude compels. This unlook*d-for 
Generofity has ſav'd me from Deſtruction. [ Going. 


Enter a Footman. 


Foot. Sir, two Ladies from your Uncle in the 
Country deſire to ſee ou. 

Barn. What ſhould they be? [Afde.] Tell them 
Ell wait upon em. [ Exit Footman.] Methinks I dread 
to ſee *'em.— Now every Thing alarms me. 
N what * haſt nr 


SCENE 


FEE 
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SCENE IL 
Another Room in e Hul. 


\ 


Millwood _ Lucy 4; covered,” Enter Feotman. 


Foot. Adies, he'll wait upon you immediately. 
Mill. 'Tis very well. — thank you. 
[Exit Footman. 


Enter Barnwell. 


Barn. Confuſion! Millwood ! 

Mill. That angry Look tells me that here I'm an 
unwelcome Gueſt; I fear'd as much; the Un- 
happy are ſo every where. 

Barn. Will nothing but my utter Ruin content you? 


Mill. Unkind and 92341 loft myſelf, your Mapper 


neſs. 1s now my only Care. 

Barn, How did you gain Admiſlion ? 
Mill. Saying we were defir'd by your Uncle to 
viſit and deliyer a Meſſage to you, we were receiv'd 
by the Family without Suſpicion, and with much Re- 


ſpect conducted here. 


Barn. Why did you come at all? 

Mill. I never ſhall trouble you more: Pm come to 
take my Leave for ever. Such is the Malice of my 
Fate. I go hopeleſs, deſpairing ever to return. This 
Hour is all T have left. One ſhort Hour is all I have 
to beftow on Love and you, for whom 1  Fioughe the 


| longeſt Life too ſhort... 


Barn. Then we are met to cart rb ever? © 

Mill. It muſt be ſo. Yet think not that Time-or 
Abſence ſhall ever 5 a Period to my Grief, or 
make 
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make me love you leſs; tho? I muſt leave you, yet 
condemn me not. 

Barn. Condemn you ? No, I approve your Reſo- 
lation, and rejoice to hear it; *tis juſt, tis ne- 
Ccflary, I have well weigh'd and found it ſo, 

Lucy. Tm afraid the young Man has more Senſe 


than ſhe thought he had. | Aid. 
Barn. Before you came, 1 had determin d never to 
ſee you more. 
Mill. Confuſion l- [ Ade, 


Lucy. Ay! we are all out; this is a Turn fo unex- 
pected, that I ſhall make nothing of my Part; they 
muſt &en play the Scene betwixt themſelves. [ Aldi. 

Mill. *T'was ſome Relief to think, tho? abſent, you 
would love me till ; but to find, tho* Fortune had 
been indulgent, that you, more cruel and inconſtant, 
had reſolved to caſt me off This, as I never cou'd 
expect, I have not learnt to bear. 

Barn, I am ſorry to hear you blame in me a Re- 
ſolution, that ſo well becomes us both. 

Mill. I have Reaſon for what I ns but you have 
none. 
ow. Che ome. od Ne ves, a 

have ſo many to wiſh we never had met ? 

Mill. Look on me, Barnwell; am I deform'd or 
old, that Satiety ſo ſoon ſucceeds Enjoyment ? nay, 
look again; am I not ſhe whom Yeſterday you 
thought the faireſt and the kindeſt of her Sex? whole 
Hand trembling with Extaſy, you preſt and moulded 
thus, while on my Eyes you gazed with ſuch De- 
light, as if Defire increas'd by being fed. 


Phe Barn. 


le- 


„. 
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Barn. No more; let me repent my former Follies, 
if poſſible, without remembring what —__ were. 

Bl Why ? 

Barn. Such is my Frailty that *tis dangerous. — 

Mill. Where is the Danger, ſince we are to part? 

Barn. The Thought of that already is too painful. 

Mill. If it be painful to part, then I may hope at 
leaſt you do not hate me? 

Barn. No. no, II never ſaid I did. 0 
5 Heart !: 

Mill. Perhaps you pity me ? 

Wy Ido. do, 

Mill. You'll think upon me? 

Barn, Doubt it not while I can think at all. 

Mill. You may judge an Embrace at parting too 
great a Favour, though it would be the laft. 
[He draws bacł.] A Look ſhall then ſuffice, —fare- 

well, for ever. [Exeunt Millwood and Lucy. 

Barn. If to reſolve to ſuffer be to conquer, ——l 
have conquer'd. =—— Painful Victory 


Re-enter Millwood and Lucy. 


Mill. One thing I had forgot; I never muſt 
return to my own Houſe again. This I thought pro- 
per to let you know, left your Mind ſhould change, 
and you ſhou'd ſeek in vain to find me there. For- 
give me this ſecond Intruſion; Þ only came to give 
you this Caution, and that perhaps was needleſs, 

Barn, I hope it was, 25 it is kind, and 1 muſt 
thank you for it. 

Mill. My Friend, your Arm. [7 Lucy.] Now 
Jan gone for ever. [ Going, 

: Barn. 


indeed I do. 
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Barn. One Thing more ;—ſure there's no Danger 
in my knowing where you go ? if you think other, 
wile. 
Mill, Alas! - (ein, 
Lu. We are right I find; that's my Cue. ¶ Aldi. 
Ak! dear Sir, ſhe's going ſhe knows not whither 
but go ſhe muſt. 
Barn. Humanity obliges me to wiſh you well ; why 
will you thus expoſe yourſelf to needleſs Troubles ? 
Lacy. Nay, there's no help for it: She muſt quit 
the Town immediately; and the Kingdom as ſoon as 
poſſible; it was no ſmall Matter, you may be ſure, 
that could make her reſolve to leave you, 
Mill, No more, my Friend ; fince he for whoſe dear 
Sake alone I ſuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind 
and pities me. Whene'er I wander through Wilds 
and Deſerts benighted and forlorn, that Thought 
ſhall give me Comfort. 
Barn. For my Sake! O tell me how; which way 
am I fo curs'd as to bring ſuch Ruin on thee ? 
Mill. No matter, I am contented with my Lot. 
Barn. Leave me not in this Incertainty. 
Mill. I have ſaid too much. 
Barn. How, how am I the Cauſe of your Undo- 
ing. 
Mill. To know it will but increaſe 5 your Troubles. 
Barn. My Troubles can't be greater than they * 
Lucy. Well, well, Sir, if ſhe won't ſatisfy you, 1 
will. 
Barn. I am bound to you beyond Expreſſion. 
Mill. Remember, Sir, that I defir'd you not to 
hear it. 


Barn. 


er 


ht 


Debtor to him. 
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Barn. Begin, and eaſe my racking ExpeRation, 
Lucy. Why, you muſt know, my Lady here was 

an only Child; but her Parents dying while ſhe was 

young, left her and her Fortune (no inconſiderable one, 

I aſſure you) to the care of a Gentleman, who has a 

Eſtate of his own. 
Mill. Ay, ay, the barbarous Man is rich enough ; 
but what are Riches when compar'd to Love ? 
Lucy. For a while he perform'd the Office of a 
faithful Guardian, ſettled her in a Houſe, hir'd her 

Servants, but you have ſeen in what Manner 

ſhe liv'd, ſo I need ſay no more of that. b 

Mill. How I ſhall live hereafter, Heaven knows. 
Lacy. All Things went on as one cou'd wiſh ; till, 
ſome Time ago, his Wife dying, he fell violently in 

Love with his Charge, and wou'd fain have marry'd 

her: Now the Man is neither old nor ugly, but a 

good perſonable ſort of a Man, but I don't know 

how it was, ſhe cou'd never endure him ; in ſhort, 
her ill Uſage ſo provok'd him, that he brought in an 

Account of his . wherein he makes her 


Mill. A Trifle in itſelf, but more than enough to 
ruin me, whom by his unjuſt Account, he had d 
of all before. 

Lucy. Now ſhe having neither Money, nor Friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herſelf, he com- 
pell'd her to paſs his Account, and give Bond for 
the Sum he demanded ;. but ſtill provided handſome- 
ly for her, and continued his Courtſhip, till being 
inform*d by his Spies (truly I ſuſpe& ſome in her own 
Family) that you were entertain d at her Houſe, and 

ſtay'd 
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ſtay'd with her all Night, he came this Morning 
raving and ſtorming like a Madman, talks no more 
of Marriage; ſo there's no Hopes of making up 
Matters that Way, but vows her Ruin, unleſs ſhell 
allow him the ſame Favour that he ſuppoſes ſhe 
granted you. 

Barn. Muſt ſhe be — or find her Refuge in 
another's Arms? 

Mill. He gave me but an Hour to reſolve in; 
that's happily ſpent with you and now I go— 

Barn. To be expos'd to all the Rigours of the va- 
rious Seaſons; the Summer's parching Heat, and 
Winter's Cold; unhous'd, to wander, friendleſs, 
thro the unhoſpitable World, in Miſery and Want; 


attended with Fear and Danger, and purſu'd by Ma- 


lice and Revenge; wou'dſt thou endure all this for 
me, and can I do nothing, nothing to prevent it? 
Lucy. Tis really a Pity there can be no "_oup found 
out, 
Barn. O where are all my Reſolutions *now ? like 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas'd by the 
Sun's warm Beams they're vaniſh'd and loſt, as tho 


they had never been. 


Lucy. Now 1 advis'd her, Sir, to comply with the 
Gentleman, that wou'd not only put an End to her 
Troubles, but make her Fortune at once. 
Barn. Tormenting Fiend away —— I had rather 
periſh ; nay, ſee her periſh, than have her ſav'd by 
him, I will myſelf prevent her Ruin; tho' with my 
own. A Moment's Patience. I'll return imme- 
diately. [Exit Barnwell. 


Luc. 
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Lug. re eee or, by what I can 
ive, you ha 
7 44 That, I muſt confeſs, was a Danger Idid 
not foreſee; I was only afraid he ſhould have come 
without Maney. You know a Houſe of Entertain- 
ment, like mine, is not kept without Expence. 
Lucy. That's very true; but then you ſhould be 
reaſonable in your Demands z tis pity to diſcourage 
a young Man. 
Mill. Leave that to me. 


Re-enter Barrel avith A Bag of Mong. 


Barn. What am I about to do? Now you, who 
boaſt your Reaſon all-ſufficient, ſuppoſe your ſelves 
in my Condition, and determine for me; whether 
it's right to let her ſuffer for my Faults, or, by this 
ſmall Addition to my (Guilt, prevant the ill Effects 
of what is paſt. 

Lacy. Theſe young Sinners think every Thing in 


the Ways of Wickedneſs ſo ſtrange, But I cou'd 


tell him that this is nothing but what's very common : 
for one Vice as naturally begets another, as a Father 
a Son. But he'll find out that himſelf, if he lives 
long enough. 8 Aide. 
Barn. Here, take this, and with it purchaſe your 
Deliverance; return to your Houſe, and live in Peace 
and Safety. = 
Mill. So I may hope to ſee you thats s again ? 
Barn. Anſwer me not, but fly, leſt, in the Agonies 


of my Remorſe, I take again what is not mine to 
give, and abandon thee to Want and Miſery. 


Mill. Say but you'll come. 
C Barn, 
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Barn. You are my Fate, my Heaven, or my Hell; 
only leave me now, diſpoſe of me hereafter as you 
pleaſe. ¶ Exeunt Millwood and Lucy.] What have I 
done ? Were my Reſolutions founded on Rea- 
ſon, and ſincerely made? Why then has Heaven ſuf- 
ferd me to fall? I ſought not the Occaſion ; and if 
my Heart deceives me not, Compaſſion and Genero- 
fity were my Motives. Is Virtue inconſiſtent with 
itſelf, or are Vice and Virtue only empty Names? 
Or do they depend on Accidents beyond our Power 
to produce, or to prevent; wherein we have no Part, 
and yet muſt be determin'd by the Event ?—But why 
ſhould I attempt to reaſon? All is Confufion, Hor- 
ror, and Remorſe. I find I am loſt, caſt down from 
all my late erected Hopes, and plunged again in 
Guilt, yet ſcarce know how or why: 
Such undiftinguiſ?d Horrors make my Brain, 
Like Hell, the Seat of Darkneſs and of Pain. 


The End of the Second AF. 
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A T it; 
SCEE A 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe: 
Enter Thorowgood and Trueman. 


Thar. Ethinks I wou'd not have you only learn 
M the Method of Merchandize, and prac- 
tiſe it hereafter, merely as a Means of getting Wealth; 
'twill be well worth your Pains to ſtudy it as a Science, 
to ſee how it is founded in Reaſon, and the Nature of 
Things; how it promotes Humanity, as it has open'd 
and yet keeps up an Intercourſe hetween Nations, far 
remote from one another in Situation, Cuſtoms and 
Religion ; promoting Arts, Induſtry, Peace and 
Plenty; by mutual Benefits diffuſing mutual Love 
from Pole to Pole. WP Tg | 
Tr. Something of this I have conſider'd, and hope, 
by your Aſſiſtance, to extend my Thoughts much far- 
ther. I have obſerv'd thoſe Countries, where Trade 
is promoted and encouraged, do not make Diſcove- 


ries to deſtroy, but to improve Mankind; by Love 


and Friendſhip to tame the fierce, and poliſh the 


moſt ſavage z to teach them the Adyantages of honeſt 


Traffick by taking from them, with their own Con- 


ſent, their uſeleſs Superfluities ; and giving them, in 
Return, what, from their Ignorance in mutual Arts, 


their Situation, or ſome gone — chey fand in 
need of, ou | Ton, 
ned Io Anat. 
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Thor. *Tis juſtly obſerv'd. The populous Eaft, 
luxuriant, abounds with glittering Gems, bright Pearls, 
aromatick Spices, and Health-reſtoring Drugs : The 
late found Weſtern World's rich Earth glows with 
unnumber'd Veins of Gold and Silver Ore. On every 
Climate, and on every Country, Heaven has beſtow- 
ed ſome Good peculiar to itſelf. It is the induſtrious 
Merchant's Buſineſs to collect the various Bleſſings of 
each Soil and Climate; and, with the Product of the 
whole, to enrich his native Country. Well! I 
have examin'd your Accounts: They are not only 
Juſt, as I have always found them, but regularly 
kept, and fairly enter'd.——1I commend your Dili- 

gence. Method in Buſineſs is the ſureſt Guide. He 

who neglects it frequently ſtumbles, and always 
wanders perplex*d, uncertain, and in Danger. Are 

BarmuelPs Accounts ready for my Inſpection? he 

does not uſe to be the laſt on theſe Occaſions. 

Tr. Upon receiving your Orders he retir'd, I thought 
in ſome Confuſion. If you pleaſe, I'll go and 
haſten him. hope he hasn't been guilty of any 

Neglect. | 

Thor. I am now going to the Exchange ; let him 
know, at my Return, I expect to find him ready. 
[Exeunt. 


: — . bas 
Enter Maria with a Book, fits and reads. 
Ma. How forcible is Truth? the weakeſt Mind, 
inſpir d with Love of that, fix*d and collected in it- 


ſelf, with Indifference beholds the united Force of 
Earth and Hell oppoſing : Such Souls are rais'd above 


the Senſe of Pain, or ſo ſupported, that they regard 
| it 
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it not. The Martyr cheaply purchaſes his Heaven; 
ſmall are his Sufferings, great is his Reward : Not fo 
the Wretch, who combats Love with Duty ; when 
the Mind, weaken'd and diſſolv'd by the ſoft Paſ- 
fion, feeble and hopeleſs, oppoſes its own Deſires.— 
What is an Hour, a Day, a Year of Pain, to a whole 


Life of en ſuch as theſe ? 


Enter Trueman. 
Jr. O, Barnwell !—O, an how art thou 


fallen! 


Ma. Ha! Barnwell ! What of him? Speak, Wa, 
what of Barnwell / 

Tr. *Tis not to be conceaPd : I've News to tell of 
him that will afflict your generous Father, yourſelf, 
and all who know him. 

Ma. Defend us Heaven 

Tr. 1 cannot ſpeak it.——See there. 

Trueman gives 4 Letter; Maria reads, 


7 Know my Abſence will ſur prize my bonour d Maſter, 
and yourſelf ; and the more, when you ſhall under - 
ftand that the Reaſon of my withdrawing, is my having 
embezzled part of the Caſh with which I was entruſted. 


After this, *tis needleſs to inform you that I intend never 


to return again : Though this might have been known, 
by examining my Accounts; yet to prevent that unneceſſary - 


Trouble, and to cut off all fruitleſs Expectations of my 
Return, 1 have left this from the loft 


George Barnwell. 
Tr. Loft indeed yet how he ſhould be guilty of 


F 
WY - der 
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der equal to my Grief.— Never had Youth a higher 
Senſe of Virtue; juſtly he thought, and as he thought 
he praiſed ; never was Life more regular than his; 
an Underſtanding uncommon at his Years ; an open, 
generous Manlineſs of Temper ; his Manners eaſy, 
unaffected and engaging. | 

Ma. This and much more you might have faid 
with Truth. He was the Delight of every Eye, and 
Joy of every Heart that knew him. 

Tr. Since ſuch he was, and was my Friend, can I 
ſupport his Loſs ?—See the faireft and happieſt Maid 
this wealthy City boaſts, kindly condeſcends to weep 
for thy unhappy Fate, poor ruin'd Barmoel! / 

Ma. Trueman, do you think a Soul ſo delicate as 
his, ſo ſenfible of Shame, can &er ſubmit to live a 
Slave to Vice? 

Ty, Never, never. So well I know him, Pm ſure 
this Act of his, ſo contrary to his Nature, muſt have 
been cauſed by ſome unavoidable Neceſſity. | 

Ma. Is there no Means yet to preſerve him? 

Tr. O! that there were. But few Men recover 
Reputation loſt, a Merchant never. Nor wou'd he, 
I fear, tho' I ſhou'd find him, ever be brought to look 
his injur'd Maſter in the Face. _ 

Ma. I fear as much, and therefore wou'd never 
have my Father know it. 

Tr. That's impoſſible. 

Ma. What's the Sum? 

Tr. Tis conſiderable: I've mark'd it here, to 
ſhew it, with og Latter, to 2 _— at * 
Return. 

Ma. If I ſhould pn the Money, cou'd you fo 

diſpoſe 


0 


0 
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diſpoſe of that, and the Account, as to conceal this 


unhappy Miſmanagement from my Father ? 


J. Nothing more eaſy.— But can you intend 
t? Will you ſave a helpleſs Wretch from Ruin? Oh! 
were an Act worthy ſuch exalted Virtue as Marias 
ure Heaven, in Mercy to my Friend, inf 1 


the generous Thought. 


Ma. Doubt not but I wou'd purchaſe ſo great a 
Happineſs at a much dens, Price: but how ſhall 
he be found ? 

Tr, Truſt to my F — that. "in the mean 
Time, I'll conceal his Abſence from your Father, or 
find ſuch Excuſes for it, that the real Cauſe ſhall 
never be ſuſpected ? 

Ma. In attempting to ſave from 3 one whom 
we hope may yet return to Virtue, to Heaven, and 
you, the only Witneſſes of this Action, I appeal, whe- 
ther I do any Thing miſbecoming my Sex and Cha- 
racter. 

Tr. Earth muſt approve the Deed, and Heaven, I 
doubt not, will reward it. 

Ma. If Heaven ſucceeds it, I am well rewarded. 
A Virgin's Fame is ſullied by Suſpicion's lighteſt 
Breath : and therefore as this muſt be a Secret from my 
Father and the World, for BarmuelPs ſake z for mine, 
let it be ſo to him. | 


SCENE I. 
A Room in Millwood's Houſe. 


| Enter Lucy and Blunt. 
Lucy. kun what do you think of Ml 
wood's Conduct now ! 


C04 " Blunt, 
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Blunt. J own it is furprifing : I don't know which 
to admire moſt, her feign'd or his real Paſſion; tho“ 
I have ſometimes been afraid that her Avarice wou'd 
diſcover her; but his Youth and want of Experience 
make it the exfier to impoſe on him. 

Lucy. No, i is his Love. To do him Juſtice, not- 
withſtanding his Youth, he don't want Underftand- 
ing: but you Men are much eaſier imposd on, in 
theſe Affairs, than your Vanity will allow you to be- 
lieve. Let me ſee the wiſeſt of you all as much in 
Love with me, as Barnwell is with Milkvood, and III 
engage to make as great a Fool of him. 

Blunt. And all Circumſtances conſider'd, t to make 
as much Money of him too ? 

Lucy. I can't anfwer for that. Her Artifice in 
making him rob his Maſter at firſt, and the various 
Stratagems, by which ſhe has obliged him to continue 
that Courſe, aſtoniſh even me, who know her ſo well. 

Blunt. But then you are to confider that the Mo- 
hey was his Mafter's. 

Lucy. There was the Difficulty of it. Had it been 
his own, it had been nothing. Were the World his 
ſhe might have it for a Smile: But thoſe golden 
Days are done; he's ruin'd, and Millwocd's Hopes 
of farther Profits there at an End. 

Blunt. That's no more than we all expected. 

Lucy. Being call'd, by his Maſter, to make up his 
Accounts, he was forc'd to quit his Houſe and Ser- 
vice, and wilely flies to Millwood * Relief and En- 
tertainment. 

Blunt. I have not heard of this ſors! How: dill 
| "op receive him; 

3 þ Lucy, 
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Lucy. As you wou'd expect. She wonder'd what he 
meant, was aſtoniſid at his Impudence, and with an 
Air of Modefty peculiar to herſelf, ſwore ſo heartily, 
that ſhe never ſaw him before, that * put me out 
of Countenance, 

Blunt. That's much indeed: But how did Barmuel 
behave ? ö 

Lacy. He griev'd, and at length, enragtd at this 
barbarous Treatment, was preparing to be gone : 
when, making towards the Door, he ſhow'd a Sum 
of Money, which he had brought from his Maſter's, 
the laſt he's ever like to have from thence. 

Blunt. But then Millwood ? 

Lacy. Ay, ſhe, with her uſual Addrefs, return'd to 
her old Arts of lying, ſwearing and diſſembling: hung 
on his Neck, wept, and fwore *twas meant in Jeft ; 
*till the amorous Youth melted into Tears, threw 
the Money into her Lap, nnn 
than think her falſe. 

Blunt. Strange Infatuation ! 

Lucy. But what follow'd was ſtranger fill. As 
Doubts and Fears follow'd by Reconcilement, ever 
increaſe Love where the Paſſion is ſincere; ſo in him 
it causd ſo wild a Tranſport of exceſſive Fondneſs, 
ſuch Joy, ſuch Grief, ſuch Pleaſure, and ſuch Anguiſh, 
that Nature in him ſeem'd finking with the Weight, 
and the charm'd Soul diſposd to quit his Breaſt for 
hers, —-—juft then, when every Paſſion with law- 
leſs Anarchy prevail'd, and Reaſon was in the raging 
Tempeſt loft, the cruel, artful Milwood prevail'd up- 
on the wretched Youth to inen I trem- 
ble but to 2 on. 


Blunt 
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Blunt. I am amaz'd! what can it be?» 
Lacy. You, will be more fo, to hear it is to attempt 


the Life of his neareſt Relation, and beſt Benefactor. 


Blunt. His Uncle! whom we have often heard him 
ſpeak of, as a Gentleman of a large Eſtate, and fair 
Character in the Country, where he lives. 

Lacy. The fame. She was no ſooner poſſeſſed of 
the laſt dear Purchaſe of his Ruin, but her Avarice, 
inſatiate as the Grave, demanded this horrid Sacrifice. 


— BarngelPs near Relation, and unſuſpected Virtue 
muſt give too eaſy Means to ſeize the good Man's 


Treaſure: whoſe Blood muſt ſeal the dreadful Secret, 
and prevent the Terrors of her guilty Fear s. 
Blunt. Is it poſſible ſhe cou'd-. perſuade him to do 
an Act like that? He is by Nature honeſt, grateful, 
compaſſionate, and generous : And tho? his Love, and 
her artful Perſuaſions, have wrought him to practiſe 
what he moſt abhors ; yet we all can witneſs for him, 
with what Reluctance he has ſtill comply'd : fo many 
Tears he ſhed ofer each Offence, as might, if poſſible, 
fanRify Theft, and make a Merit of a Crime. 
Lucy. Tis true, at the naming the Murder of his 
Uncle, he ſtarted into Rage; and, breaking from her 
Arms, where ſhe *till then had held him, with well 
diſſembled Love and falſe Endearments, call'd her 
Cruel, Monſter, Devil, and told her ſhe was born for 
his Deſtruction She thought it not for her Pur- 
poſe to meet his Rage with Rage, but affected a moſt 
paſſionate Fit of Grief; rail'd at her Fate, and curs d 
her wayward Stars, that ftill her Wants ſhould force 
her to preſs him to a& ſuch Deeds, as ſhe muſt needs 
abhor, as well as he; but told him Neceſſity had no 
Law, 
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Law, and Love no Bounds ; that therefore he never 
truly lov'd, but meant in her Neceſſity to forſake 
her ;—then kneel'd and ſwore, that ſince, by his Re- 
fuſal, he had given her Cauſe to doubt his Love, ſhe 
never wou'd ſee him more; unleſs, to prove it true, 
he rob'd his Uncle to ſupply her Wants, and mur- 
der'd him, to keep it from Diſcovery. 

Blunt. I am aftoniſh'd ! What ſaid he? 

Lucy. Speechleſs he ſtood ; but in his Face you 
might have read, that various Paſſions tore his very 


Soul. Oft he, in Anguiſh, threw his Eyes towards 


Heaven, and then as often bent their Beams on her; 
then wept and groan'd, and beat his troubled Breaſt ; 
at length, with Horror, not to be expreſs' d, he cry'd, 
Thou curſed Fair! have I not given dreadful Proofs 
of Love? What drew me from my youthful Inno- 
cence, to ſtain my then unſpotted Soul, but Love? 
What cauſed me to rob my worthy gentle Mafter, 
but curſed Love? What makes me now a Fugitive 
from his Service, loath'd by himſelf, and ſcorn'd by 
all the World, but Love? What fills my Eyes with 
Tears, my Soul with Torture, never felt on this fide 
Death before? Why Love, Love, Love. And why, 
above all, do I reſolve, (for tearing his Hair, he UL 
do refolve) to kill my Uncle? 

Blunt. Was ſhe not moved? It makes me weep ta 
hear the fad Relation. 

Lucy. Yes with Joy, that ſhe had gain'd her 
Point. She gave him no Time to cool, but 
urg'd him to attempt it inſtantly. He's now gone; 
if he performs it, and eſcapes, there's more Money for 
her; if not, hell neer pat and then ſhe's fairly 
rid of him. Blunt, 
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Blunt. *Tis time the World were rid of ſuch a 
Monſter. 

Luc. If we don't do our Endeavours to prevent 
this Murder, we are as bad as ſhe. 

Blunt. Pm afraid it is too late. : 
Lucy. Perhaps not. Her Barbarity to Barnwell 
makes me hate her. We have run too great a Length 
with her already. I did not think her or myſelf 

ſo wicked, as I find, upon Reflection, we are. 

Blunt. *Tis true, we have all been too much ſo.— 
But there is ſomething ſo horrid in Murder, that all 
other Crimes feem nothing, when compared to that. 
Il wou'd not be involy'd i in the Guilt of that 
for all the World. | 

Lacy. Nor I, Heaven knows; therefore let 
us clear ourſelves, by doing all that is in our Power 
to prevent it. I have juſt thought of a Way, that, 
to me, ſeems probable. Will you join with me to 
detect this curs'd Deſign. 

Blunt. With all my Heart. - He-who knows of a 
Murder intended to be committed, and does not diſ- 
cover it, in the Eye of the Law, and Reaſon, is a 
Murderer. 

Lucy. Let us loſe. no Time; III cm you 


with the Particulars as we go. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 
. A Walk at ſome Diſtance from a Country Seat. 
Enter Barnwell, 


Barn Diſmal Gloom obſcures the Face of Day ; 
either the Sun has ſlipt behind a Cloud, 

or journeys down the Weſt of Heaven, with more 
than 
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than common Speed to avoid the Sight of what I am 
doom'd to act. Since I ſet forth on this accurg'd 
Deſign, where'er I tread, methinks, the ſolid Earth 
trembles beneath my Feet. Yonder hmpid Stream, 
whoſe hoary Fall has made a natural Caſcade, as : 
paſe'd by, in doleful Accents ſeem'd to murmur, — 
Murder. The Earth, the Air, and Water ſeem'd 
concern'd ; but that's not ſtrange, the World is pu- 

niſn'd, and Nature feels a Shock, when Providence 
permits a good Man's Fall !—Juft Heaven! Then 
what ſhould I be! for him that was my Father's only 
Brother, and ſince his Death has been to me a Fa- 
ther, who took me up an Infant, and an Orphan; 
rear'd me with tendereſt Care, and ſtill indulged me 
with moſt paternal Fondneſs ; —yet here I ſtand a- 
vow'd his deftin'd Murderer :—I ſtiffen with Horror 
at my own Impiety tis yet unperform'd. What, 
if I quit my bloody Purpoſe, and fly the Place 
[ Going, then ftops.]—But whither, O whither ſhall T 
fly !—My Maſter's once friendly Doors are ever ſhut 
againſt me; and without Money Mz//wood will never 
ſee me more, and Life is not to be endured without 
ber: She's got ſuch firm Poſſeſſion of my Heart, 

and governs there with ſuch deſpotick Sway Ax, 
there's the Cauſe of all my Sin and Sorrow :—Tis 
more than Love; 'tis the Fever of the Soul, and 
Madneſs of Deſire.— In vain does Nature, Reaſon, 
Conſcience, all oppoſe it; the impetuous Paſſion bears 
down all before it, and drives me on to Luſt, to 
Theft and Murder. Oh Confcience ! feeble Guide 
to Virtue; thou only ſhow'ſt us when We go aſtray, 
but wanteſt Power to 1 Courſe.— Ha] in 
| yonder 
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yonder ſhady Walk I ſee my Uncle—He's alone.— 
Now for my Diſguiſe—{ Plucks out à Vizor.] This is 
his Hour of Private Meditation. Thus daily he 
prepares his Soul for Heaven ——whilft I But 
what have I to do with Heaven! Ha ! No Struggles 


Conſcience 


Hence ! hence, Remorſe, and ery Thought that*s good; 
The Storm that Luſt began, muſt end in Blood. | 
[ Puts on the Vizor, draws a Piftol, and ¶ Exit. 


SCENE IV. 
A cloſe Walt in a Wood. 
Enter Uncle. 


Un. IF I were ſuperſtitious, I ſhou'd fear ſome Dan- 
ger lurk*d unſeen, or Death were nigh. A 
heavy Melancholy clouds my Spirits; my Imagina- 
tion is fill'd with ghaſtly Forms of dreary Graves, and 
Bodies chang'd by Death ; when the pale lengthen'd 
Viſage attracts each weeping Eye, and fills the muſing 
Soul at once with Grief and Horror, Pity and Aver- 

fion. I will indulge the Thought. The wiſe Man 
prepares himſelf for Death, by making it familiar to 
his Mind. When ftrong Reflections hold the Mir- 


ror near, and the Living in the Dead behold their 


future Selves, how does each inordinate Paſſion and 
Defire ceaſe, or ficken at the View ? The Mind ſcarce 
moves; the Blood, curdling and chilPd, creeps ſlow- 
ly thro? the Veins: Fix*d, ſtill, and motionleſs we 
ſtand, ſo like the ſolemn Object of our Thoughts, we 
are almoſt at preſent what we muſt be hereafter ; 
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til! Curioſity awakes the Soul, and ſets it on Inquiry. 
[Enter George Barnwell at a Diſtance.] O Death, 
thou ſtrange myſterious Power; ſeen every Day, yet 
never underſtood but by the incommunicative Dead, 
what art thou? The extenfive Mind of Man, that 
with a Thought circles the Earth's vaſt Globe, ſinks 
to the Centre, or aſcends above the Stars, that Worlds 
exotick finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick Clouds at- 
tempts to paſs in vain : loſt and bewilder'd in the hor- 
rid Gloom, defeated ſhe returns more doubtful than 
before; ; of nothing certain but of Labour loſt. 
[During this Speech, Barnwell ſometimes preſents 
the Piſtol, and draws it back again. 
Barn. Oh, *tis impoſſible! [:hrowing down the Piſtol. 
Uncle ftarts and attempts to draw his Sword. 
Un. A Man ſo near me, arm'd and maſqu d! 
Barn. Nay, then there's no retreat. 
[Plucks a Poniard from his Boſom and tabs bim. 
Un. Oh! I am ſlain! All gracious Heaven regard 
the Prayer of thy dying Servant: Bleſs, with the 
choiceſt Bleſſings, my deareſt Nephew: forgive my 
Murderer, and take my fleeting Soul to endleſs Mercy. 
[Barnwell brows off his Maſk, runs to bim, and 
kneeling by bim, raiſes and chafes him. 
Barn. Expiring Saint! Oh, murder'd, martyr'd Un- 
cle! Lift up your dying Eyes, and view your Nephew 
in your Murderer. O do not look ſo tenderly upon 
me Let Indignation lighten from your Eyes, and 
blaſt me ere you die.— By Heaven he weeps in Pity 
of my Woes.—Tears, Tears, for Blood. The mur- 
der'd, in the Agonies of Death, weeps for his Murder- 


er.—0 ſpeak your pious Purpoſe; — pronounce my 
2A Pardon 
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Pardon then, and take me with you. He wouw'd but 
cannot. O why, with ſuch fond Affection do you preſs 
my murdering Hand? What! will you kiſs me ? 
(Barnwell kiſſes bis Uncle, wwho groans and dies.) Life, 


that hover'd on his Lips but till he had ſeaP'd my Par- 


don, in that Kiſs expir'd. He's gone for ever,—and 
oh ! I follow—{ Swoons away upen his Uncle's dead Body.] 
Do I ſtill live to preſs the ſuffering Boſom of the Earth? 
— Do I ftill breathe, and taint with my infectious 
Breath the wholeſom Air? ——Let Heaven, from its 
high Throne, in Juſtice or in Mercy, now look down 
on that dear murder*d Saint, and me the Murderer ; 
and, if his Vengeance ſpares, let Pity ſtrike and end 
my wretched Being. Murder the worſt of Crimes, 
and Parricide the worſt of Murders, and this the worſt 
of Parricides. Cain, who ſtands on Record from the 
Birth of Time, and muſt to its laſt final Period, as ac- 
curs d, flew a Brother favour'd above him: Deteſted 
Nero, by another's Hand, diſpatch'd a Mother, that he 


fear d and hated :—But I, with my own Hand, have 


murder'd 2 Brother, Mother, Father, and a Friend; 


| moſt loving and belov'd. ——This execrable Act of 


mine's without a Parallel. O may it ever ftand alone, 
the laſt of Murders, as it is the worſt. 
The Rich Man thus, in Torment and Deſpair, 
Prefer'd his vain, but charitable Prayer. 
The Fool, bis own Soul loſt, word fain be wiſe 
For otbers Good, but Heaven bis Suit denies. 
By Laws and Means well known we ftand or fall; 
Aud one eternal Rule remains for all, 


The End of the Third Af. 


ACT 
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ACT, 1V. 
en 
4 Roo in T horowgood's Houſe. 


E ner Maria. 


Ma. LIOW falſly do they judge, who cenſure 
| j or applaud, as we're afflicted or reward- 
ed here ? I know I am unhappy, yet cannot charge 
my ſelf with any Crime, more than the common 
Frailties of our Kind, that ſhould provoke juſt Hea- 
ven to mark me out for Sufferings ſo uncommon and 
ſevere. Falſly to accuſe our ſelves, ' Heaven muft 
abhor; then it is juſt and right that Innocence ſhould 
| ſuffer, for Heaven muſt be juſt in all its Ways. 
Perhaps by that we are kept from Moral Evils, much 
worſe than penal, or more improv'd in Virtue : Or 
may not the leſſer Ills that we ſuſtain be made the 
Means of greater Good to others? Might all the 
joyleſs Days and ſleepleſs Nights that I have paſt, but 
purchaſe” Peace for thee, 
Won dear, dear Cauſe of all * Grief and Plin, 
Small were the Loſs, and infinite the Gain; 
Tb to the Grave, in ſecret Love I pine, © 
cn A Life and Fame, and ping were tbhine. 
a Euter Trueman 
What News or Barnwell ? 


Tr. None. I have ſought him with the ad 
 Digence, but all in vain. 


D | Ma. 
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Ma. Does my Father yet ſuſpe& the Cauſe of his 


Ge ? 


Tr. All appeard fo Juſt and fair to him, it 1s not 
poſſible he ever ſhou d; but his Abſence will no long- 
er be conceal'd. Your Father's wiſe; and tho* he 
ſeems to hearken to the friendly Excuſes I wou'd 
make for Barmwe!!; yet, I am afraid, he regards em 
only as ſuch, without ſuffering them to influence his 
Judgment. 

Ma. How does the unhappy Youth defeat all our 
Deſigns to ſerve him? yet I can never repent what 
we have done. Shou'd he return, *twill make his 
Reconciliation with my Father eafier, and preſerve 


him from future Reproach, from a malicious unfor- 
giving World. 


Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 


Thor. This Woman here has given me a fad, and 
(bating ſome Circumſtances) too probable Account 
of BarmuelPs Defection. 

Lu. I am ſorry, Sir, that my Gan Coden 
of my former unhappy Courſe of Life ſhould cauſe 
you to ſuſpect my Truth on this Occaſion. 

Thor. It is not that; your Confeſſion has in it all 
the Appearance of Truth. [To them.] Among many 
other Particulars, ſhe informs tne that Barnwell has 
been influenc'd to break his Truſt, and wrong me, 
at ſeveral Times, of confiderable Sums of Money; 
now, as I know this to be falſe, I wou'd fain doubt 
the whole of her Relation, too dreadful 


to be willingly believ'd. 


Ma. 
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Ma. Sir, your Pardon ; I find my ſelf on a ſudden 
ſo indiſpos d, that I muſt retire. —Providence oppoſes 
all Attempts to ſave him.—Poor ruin'd Barmuell !—— 
Wretched loſt Maria. Ade. Exit Maria. 
Thor. How am I diſtreſs'd on every Side? Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, fear for the Life of a much 
valued Friend, ——and then my Child the only 
Joy and Hope of my declining Life Her Me- 
lancholy increaſes hourly, and gives me painful Ap- 
prehenfions of her Loſs ———O Trueman ! this Per- 
ſon informs me, that your Friend, at the Inſtigation 
of an impious Woman, is gone to rob and murder 
his venerable Uncle. 
Tr. O execrable Deed ! I am blaſted with the Hor- 


ror of the Thought. 


Lucy. This Delay may ruin all. 

Thor. What to do or think I know not ; that he 
ever wrong'd me, I know is falſe ; the reſt may be 
ſo too ; there's all my Hope. 

Tr. Truſt not to that, rather ſuppoſe all true than 
loſe a Moment's Time; even now the horrid Deed 


may be a doing; dreadful Imagination 


or it may be done, and we be vainly debating on the 
Means to ptevent what is already paſt, 

Thor. This Earneſtneſs convinces me that he knows 
more than he has yet diſcover'd. What, ho? with- 
out there? who waits? [Enter a Servant.] Order the 
Groom to ſaddle the ſwifteſt Horſe, and prepare to 
ſet out with Speed; an Affair of Life and Death 


demands his Diligence. [Exit Servant.] For you, 


whoſe Behaviour on this Occafion I have no Time 
to commend as it. deſerves, I muſt engage your-.. 
D og farther 
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farther Aſſiſtance. Return and obſerve this Millwood 
till I come. I have your Directions, and will fol- 
low you as ſoon as poſſible. [ Exit Lucy.] Trueman, 
you I am ſure will not be idle on this Occafion. 
[Exit Thorowgood. 
Tr. He only, who is a Friend, can judge of my 
Diſtreſs. [Exit. 


SCENE 
Millwood's Houſe. 
Enter Millwood. 


Mill. T Wiſh 1 knew the Event of his Defign ;— 
the Attempt without Succeſs would ruin 

him Well! what have I to apprehend from 
that? I fear too much. The Miſchief being only in- 
tended, his Friends, in pity of his Youth, turn all 
their Rage on me. I ſhould have thought of that 
before. Suppoſe the Deed done then, and then 
only, I ſhall be ſecure ; or what if he returns without 
attempting it at all. Euter Barnwell bloody.} But he 
is here, and I have done him wrong ; his bloody 
Hands ſhew he has done the Deed, but ſhew he 
wants the Prudence to conceal it. | 
Barn. Where ſhall I hide me? Whither ſhall I fly 
to avoid the ſwift unerring Hand of Juſtice ? E 

Mill. Diſmiſs your Fears; though Thouſands had 

purſued you to the Door, yet being enter'd here, you 
are ſafe as Innocence. I have ſuch a Cavern, by Art, 
Jo cunningly contrivꝰ d, that the piercing Eyes of Jea- 
| louſy and Revenge may {earch 1 in vain, nor find the 
Entrance 
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Entrance to the ſafe Retreat; there will I hide you 
if any Danger's near. 

Barn. O hide me—from myſelf, if it be poſtible ; 
for while I bear my Conſcience in my Boſom, tho I 


were hid where Man's Eye never ſaw, nor Light cer 


wn'd, *twere all in vain. For oh! that Inmate, 
that impartial Judge, will try, convict and ſentence me 
for Murder, and execute me with never ending Tor- 
ments. Behold theſe Hands all crimſon'd o'er with my 
dear Uncle's Blood ! Here's a Sight to make a Statue 
fart with Horror, or turn a living Man into a Statue. 

Mil. Ridiculous! Then it ſeems you are afraid of 
your own Shadow; or, what's leſs than a —_— 
your Conſcience. 

Barn, Tho' to Man unknown I aid tha coca 
Act, what can we hide from Heaven's all-ſeeing Eye? 

Mill. No more of this Stuff; — what Advantage 
have you made of his Death, or what Advantage may 
yet be made of it? Did you ſecure the Keys of his 
Treaſure ; thoſe, no doubt, were about him ; what 


Sold, what Jewels, or what elſe of Value have you 


brought me? 

Barn. Think you I added Sacrilege to Murder? 
Oh! had you ſeen him as his Life flowed from him 
in a Crimſon Flood, and heard him praying for me 
by the double Name of Nephew and of Murderer: 


(alas, alas! he knew not then that his Nephew was 


his Murderer) how wou'd you have wiſh'd as I did, 
tho? you had a thouſand Years of Life to come to 
have given them all to have lengthen'd his one Hour? 
But being dead, I fled the Sight of what my Hands 
had done; nor cou'd I, to have gain'd the Empire 

D 3 of 
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of the World, have violated, by Theft, his ſacred 
Corps. 

Mill. Whining, prepoſterous, canting Villain ; to 
murder your Uncle, rob him of Life, Nature's firſt, 
laſt, dear Prerogative, after which there's no Injury; 
then fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring 
to me your Penury and Guilt. Do you think I'll ha- 
zard my Reputation; nay, my Life to entertain you? 

Barn. O Millwood ! this from thee! but I 
have done. if you hate me, if you wiſh me dead, 
then are you happy, for oh! *tis ſure wy Grief 
will quickly end me. 

Mill. In his Madneſs he will diſcover all and in- 


volve me in his Ruin; we are on a Precipice from 
whence there's no Retreat for both ,—then to pre- 


{ſerve my ſelf, — [ Pauſes.— There is no other Way, 
tis dreadful, - but Reflection comes too late when 
Danger's preſſing and there's no Room for Choice.— 
It muſt be done. ¶ Aide. Rings a Bell.] Enter a Ser- 
vant.] Fetch me an Officer and ſeize this Villain, he 
has confeſs'd himſelf a Murderer ; ſhould I let him 
eicape, I juſtly might be thought as bad as he. [Exit 
Servant. 

Barn. O Millwocd ! ſure you do not, cannot mean 
it. Stop the Meſſenger, upon my Knees I beg you'd 
call him back. *Tis fit I die indeed, but not by you. 
I will this Inſtant deliver my ſelf into the Hands of 
Juſtice, indeed I will ; for Death is all I wiſh: But 
thy Ingratitude fo tears my wounded Soul, tis worſe 
ten thouſand times than Death with Torture. 

Mill. Call it what you will; I am willing to live, and 
live ſequre, which nothing but your Death can warrant, 
Barn, 
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Barn. If there be a Pitch of Wickedneſs that ſeats 
the Author beyond the reach of Vengeance, you muſt 
be ſecure. But what remains for me, but a diſmal 
| Dungeon, hard-galling Fetters, an awful Trial, and 
an ignominious Death juſtly to fall unpitied 
and abhor'd. After Death to be ſuſpended between 
Heaven and Earth, a dreadful Spectacle, the Warn- 
ing and Horror of a gaping Crowd.—This I cou'd 
bear, nay wiſh not to avoid, had it but come from 
any Hand but thine. 


Enter Blunt, Officer and Anett 

Aill. Heaven defend me! Conceal a Murderer ! 
here Sir, take this Youth into your Cuſtody. I accuſe 
him of Murder, and will appear to make good my 
Charge. [They ſeize him. 

Barn. To whom, of what, or how ſhall I complain? 
I'll not accuſe her, the Hand of Heav'n is in it, and 
this the Puniſhment of Luft and Parricide. Yet Hea- 
ven, that juſtly cuts me off, till ſuffers her to live; 
perhaps to puniſh others ;——tremendous Mercy ſo 
Fiends are curs'd with Immortality, to be the Execu- 
tioners of Heaven. 

Be warn d, ye Youths, who ſee my ſad Deſpair, 
Avoid lewd Women, falſe as they are Fair; 


| - By Reaſon guided, hone Joys purſue s/ ö 


The Fair to Honour, and to Virtue true, 
| Fuft to berſelf, will n&er be falſe to you. © 
By my Example, learn to ſhun my Fate, 
(Ho wretched is the Man who's wiſe too late?) 
Ere Innocence, and Fame, and Life be loſt, 
Here purcbaſe Wiſdom, cheaply, at "my Coſt. 
[Excunt Barmoell, Officer and Attendants. 
. Aal. 
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Mill. Where's Lucy ? why is ſhe abſent at fuch a 
Time? 

Blun/.. Wou'd 1 had been ſo too. Luq will ſoon be 
here; and, I hope, to thy Confufion, thou Devil! 

Mill. Infolent ! This to me? 

Blunt. The worſt that we know of the Devil is, 
that he firſt ſeduces to Sin, and then betrays to Pu- 
niſhment. [Exit Blunt. 

Mill. They diſapprove of my Conduct then, and 
mean to take this Opportunity to ſet up for them- 
ſelves My Ruin is reſolv'd ;—I ſee my Danger; 
but ſcorn both it and them; I was not born to fall 
by ſuch weak Inſtruments. [ Going, 


Enter Thorowgocd. 


Thor, Where is the Scandal of her own Sex, and 
Curſe of ours ? 

Mill. What means this Inſolence? Who do _ 
ſeek? 

Thor. Milkwoed. 

Mill. Well, you have found her then. I am 
Millwood. 

Thor. Then you are the moſt impiou Wretch that 
&er the Sun beheld. *© 
Mill. From your Appearance, I ſhou'd have ex- 
pected Wiſdom and Moderation, but your Manners 
bely your Aſpect. Who is you Buſineſs here? I 
know you not. 

Thor. em Ad me better; I am 
 BarnuwelPs Maſter. | 
Mill. Then pon ass Matter kh Meg which, 1 
4 W ox | 

; A Thor. 
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Thor. Had he been as much above thy Arts, as my 

Credit is ſuperior to thy * I need not _ 
bluſn'd to own hum. 

Mill. My Arts II don't underſtand you, Sir 
if he has done amiſs, what's that to me? Was he my 

Servant, or yours? You . have taught 

him better. 

Thor. Why ſhou'd I W to find ſuch uncom- 
mon Impudence in one arrived to ſuch a Height of 
Wickedneſs? When Innocence is baniſh'd, Modeſty 
ſoon follows. Know, Sorcereſs, Pm not ignorant of 
any of thy Arts, by which you firſt deceiv'd the un- 
wary Youth : I know how, Step by Step, you've led 
him on, (reluctant and unwilling) from Crime to 
Crime, to this laſt horrid Act, which you contriv'd, 
and, by your curſed Wiles, even forced him to commit. 
Mill. Ha! Lucy has got the Advantage, and ac- 
cuſed me firſt; unleſs I can turn the Accuſation, and 
fix it upon her and Blunt, I am loſt. [ Afede. 

Thor. Had I known your cruel Defign ſooner, it 
had been prevented; to fee you puniſh'd as the Law 
directs is all that now remains. Poor Satisfaction! 
for he, innocent as he is, compar'd to you, muſt 
ſuffer too. But Heaven, who knows our Frame, and 
graciouſly diſtinguiſhes between Frailty and Preſump- 
tion, will make a Difference, tho Man cannot; who 
ſees not the Heart, but only judges by the outward 
Action. 

Mill. I find, n 6) 60: bile in our 
Servants. I was ſurpriz d at ſuch ill Treatment, 
without Cauſe, from a Gentleman of your Appearance, 
and therefore too haſtily return'd it: for which I aſł 
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your Pardon. I now perceive you have been ſo far 
impos'd on, as to think me engaged in a former Cor- 
reſpondence with your Servant ; and, ſome Way or 
other, acceſſary to his undoing. 
Thor. I charge you as the Cauſe, the ſole Cauſe of 
all his Guilt, and all his Suffering ; of all he now 
endures, and muſt endure, till a violent and ſhameful 
Death ſhall put a dreadful Period to his Life and 
Miſeries together. 
Mill. Tis very ſtrange; but who's ſecure from 
Scandal and Detraction? fo far from contributing to 
his Ruin, I never ſpoke to him till fince that fatal 
Accident, which I lament as much as you: *Tis true, 
J have a Servant, on whoſe Account he has of late 
frequented my Houſe ; if ſhe has abus'd my good 
Opinion of her, am I to blame? Hasn't Barnwel! 
done the ſame by you? | 


Thor. I hear you; pray go on. 
Mill. 1 have been inform'd he had a violent Paſſion 


for her, and ſhe for him ; but till now I always thought 
it innocent; I know her poor, and given to expen- 
five Pleaſures: now who can tell but ſhe may have 
influenced the amorous Youth to commit this Mur- 
der, to ſupply her Extravagancies; it muſt be ſo. 
I now recolle& a thouſand Circumſtances that confirm 
it: I'll have her and a Man Servant, that I ſuſpect 
as an Accomplice, ſecured immediately, I hope, Sir, 
you will lay aſide your ill- grounded Suſpicions of me, 
and join to puniſh the real Contrivers of this bloody 
Deed. [Offers to go. 

Thor. Madam, you paſs not this Way: I ſee your 
Deſign, but ſhall protect them from your Malice, 
ä 


% 
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Mill. T hope you will not uſe your Influence, and 


. the Credit of your Name, to ſkreen ſuch guilty 


Wretches. Confider, Sir, the Wickedneſs of per- 
ſuading a thoughtleſs Youth to ſuch a Crime. | 
Thor. 1 ae of betraying him when it was 
done. 

Mill. That which you call betraying him, may 
convince you of my Innocence. She who loves him, 
thoꝰ ſhe contriv'd tHe Murder, would never have de- 
liver'd him into the Hands of Juſtice, as I, ſtruck 
with Horror at his Crimes, have done. 

Thor. How ſhou'd an unexperienc'd Youth eſcape 
her Snares ? The powerful Magick of her Wit and 
Form might betray the wiſeſt to ſimple Dotage, 
and fire the Blood that Age had froze long fince. 
Even I, that with juſt Prejudice came prepar'd, 
had by her artful Story been deceiv*d, but that my 
ſtrong Conviction of .her Guilt makes even a Doubt 
impoſſible. Thoſe whom ſubtlely you wou'd accuſe, 
you know are your Accuſers; and (which proves un- 
anſwerably their Innocence and your Guilt) they ac- 
cus'd you before the Deed was done, and did all 
that was in their Power to prevent it. 

Mill. Sir, you are very hard to be convinc'd ; 
but I have ſuch a Proof, which, when produced, 
will filence all Objections, [Exit Millwood. 


Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, Sc. 


Luty. Gentlemen, pray place yourſelves, ſome on 
one Side of that Door, and ſome on the other ; 
Wach her Entrance, and act as your Prudence ſhall 

dec 
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direct you. This Way ( Thorowgood] and note 
her Behaviour: I have obſerv'd her, ſhe's driven to 
the laſt Extremity, and is forming ſome deſperate 


Reſolution. I gueſs at her Deſign. 
Re-enter Millwood with a Piſtol. Trueman ſecures ber, 


| T7. Here thy Power of doing Miſchief ends; de- 
ceitful, cruel, bloody Woman ! 

Mill. Fool, Hypocrite, Villain. Man thou 
canſt not call me that. 

Tr. To call thee Woman were to wrong thy Sex; 
thou Devil 

Mill. That imaginary Being is an Emblem of thy 
curſed Sex collected. A Mirror, wherein each par- 
ticular Man may fee his own Likeneſs, and that of 


all Mankind. 


Thor. Think not by aggravating the Faults of o- 
thers to extenuate thy own ; of which the Abuſe of 
ſuch uncommon Perfections of Mind and Body is 


not the leaft. 


Mill. If ſuch I had, well may I curſe your bar- 


 barous Sex, who rob'd me of 'em, ere I knew 


their Worth ; then left me too late, to count their 
Value by their Loſs. Another and another Spoil- 
er came, and all my Gain was Poverty and Reproach. 
My Soul diſdain'd, and yet diſdains Dependance and 
Contempt. Riches, no Matter by what Means ob- 
tain'd, I ſaw ſecur'd the worſt of Men from both 
I found it therefore neceſſary to be rich; and, to that 
End, I ſummon'd all my Arts. You call 'em wick- 
ed, be it ſo, they were ſuch as my Converſation 
with your Sex had furniſh'd me withal. 


Ther. 
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- Thor, Sure has; the worſt of Men ee 

with thee. 15 

Mill. Men of all Düse 120 all Profeſſions I 
have known, yet found no Difference, but in their 
ſeveral Capacities z all were alike wicked to the ut- 
moſt of their Power. In Pride, Contention, Ava- 
rice, Cruelty, and Revenge, the Reverend Prieſt- 
hood were my unerring Guides. From Suburb-Ma- 
giſtrates, who live by ruin'd Reputations, as the un- 
hoſpitable Natives of Cornwall do by Shipwrecks, 
I learn'd, that to charge my innocent Neighbours 
with my Crimes, was to merit their Protection; for 
to ſkreen the Guilty, is the leſs ſcandalous, when 
many are ſuſpected; and Detraction, like Darkneſs 
and Death, blackens all Objects, and levels all Diſ- 
tinction. Such are your venal Magiſtrates, who fa- 
vour none but fuch as, by their Office, they are ſworn 
to puniſh : With them not to be guilty, is the worſt 
of Crimes; and large Fees, ar e 
needful Virtue. © 

Thor. Your Practice has ſufficiently diſcover'd your 
Contempt of Laws, both human and divine; no 
wonder then that you ſhowd hate gd Officers 1 
both. 

Mill. I know you, and I hate you all; I expel 
no Mercy, and I aſk for none; I follow'd my Inch- 
nations, and that the beſt of you do every Day. 
All Actions ſeem alike natural and indifferent to 
Man and Beaſt; who devour, or are devour'd, as 
they bee — —— — 

ſelves. 


Thor. 
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Thor. What Pity it is, a Mind ſo comprehenſive, 


daring and inquifitive, ſhou'd be a Stranger to Reli- 


gion's ſweet and powerful Charms. 
Mill. I am not Fool enough to be an Atheiſt ! 


tho? I have known enough of Mens Hypocriſy to 


make a thouſand ſimple Women fo. Whatever Re- 
ligion is in itſelf, as practis'd by Mankind, it has 
caus'd the Evils, you lay, it was defign'd to cure. 
War, Plague, and Famine, have not deſtroy'd fo 


many of the human Race, as this pretended Piety 


has done ; and with ſuch barbarous Cruelty, as if the 
only Way to honour Heaven, were to turn the pre- 
ſent World into Hell. 

Thor. Truth is Truth, tho* from an Enemy, and 


| ſpoke in Malice. You bloody, blind, and ſuperſti- 


tious Bigots, how will you anſwer this ? 
Mill. What are your Laws, of which you make 


your Boaſt, but the Fool's Wiſdom, and the Cow- 


ard's Valour? the Inftrument and Skreen of all your 
* by which you puniſh in others what you 

act yourſelves, or wou'd have ated, had you been 
in their Circumſtances. The Judge, who condemns 
the poor Man for being a Thief, had been a Thief 
himſelf had he been poor. Thus you go on de- 


caving, and being deceived, haraſſing, plaguing, and 


deſtroying one another; but Women are your uni- 
verſal Prey. 


Women, by whom you are, the ger of Foy, 
With cruel Arts you labour to deſtroy : 
A thouſand Ways our Ruin you purſue, 
Let blame in us thoſe Arts firſt taught by you. 
=. - Ob! 


TCC 1 Ru. act... 


The Hiftory of GroxGe BARNWELL. 63 


Oh ! may, from hence, each violated Maid, 

By flat'ring, faitbleſs, barProus Man betrayd; 
When rod of Innocence, and Virgin Fame, 
From your Deſtruftion raiſe a nobler Name; 
To right their Sex*'s Wrongs devote their Mind, 
And future Millwoods prove to plague Mankind. 


The End of the Fourth AS. 


4 Room in a Prien 5 


Enter een Blunt and Lucy. 


HAVE recommended to Barnwell a Re- 
verend Divine, whoſe Judgment and Inte- 


grity I am well acquainted with; nor has Millaoad 
been neglected, but ſhe, unhappy Woman, ſtill ob- 


Thor. 


ſtinate, 3 his Aſſiſtance. 


Lu. This pious Charity to the Afflicted well be- 
comes your Character; yet pardon me, Sir, if I won- 


der you were not at their Trial. 


Thor. I knew it was  impoſlible to fave him ; and 


I and my Family bear ſo great a Part in his Diſtreſs, 


that to have been preſent wou'd but have aggravated 


our Sorrows without relieving his. 


Blunt. It was mournful indeed. BarnwelPs Youth 
and modeſt Deportment, as he paſs'd, drew Tears 
; from 
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from every Eye. When placed at the Bar, and ar- 
raigned before the Reverend Judges, with many 
Tears and interrupting Sobs he confeſs'd and aggra- 
vated his Offences, without accufing, or once re- 
flecting on Milltvood, the ſhameleſs Author of his 
Ruin; who dauntleſs and unconcern'd ftood by his 
Side, viewing with viſible Pride and Contempt the 
vaſt Aſſembly, who all with ſympathizing Sorrow 
wept for the wretched Youth. Millwood, when called 
upon to anſwer, loudly inſiſted upon her Innocence, 
and made an artful and a bold Defence ; but finding 
all in vain, the impartial Jury and the learned Bench 
concurring to find her Guilty, how did ſhe curſe her- 
ſelf, poor Barnwell, us, her Judges, all Mankind ; 
but what cou'd that avail ? ſhe was condemn'd, and 
is this Day to ſuffer with him. 

Thor, The Time draws on; I am going to viſit 
Barmwell, as you are Millwood, 

Lucy. We have not wrong'd her, yet 1 dread this 
Interview. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and un- 


forgiving. To be the branded Inſtruments of Ven- 


geance, to ſuffer in her Shame, and ſympathize with 
her in all ſhe ſuffers, is the Tribute we muſt pay 
for our former ill-ſpent Lives, and long 8 
with her in Wickednels. | 
Thor. Happy for you it ended when it did. What 

you have done againſt Mi/kvood know proceeded 
from a juſt Abhorrence of her Crimes, free from In- 


tereſt, Malice, or Revenge. Proſelytes to Virtue 


ſhould be encourag'd ; purſue your purpos'd Refor- 
mation, and know me hereafter for your Friend. 


Lug. 
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Lucy. This is a Bleſſing as unhop'd for as unme- 
rited; but Heaven, that ſnatched us from impending 
Ruin, ſure intends you as its Inſtrument to ſecure us 
from Apoſtaſy. 

Thor. With Gratitude to impute your Deliverance 
to Heaven is juſt. Many, leſs virtuouſly diſpos'd 
than Barnwell was, have never fallen in the Manner 
he has done; — may not ſuch owe their Safety ra- 
ther to Providence than to themſelves? With Pity 
and Compaſſion let us judge him. Great were his 
Faults, but ſtrong was the Temptation. Let his Ruin 
learn us Diffidence, Humanity and Circumſpection 3 
for we, who wonder at his Fate, perhaps had we, 


like him, been tried, like him we had fallen too. 


8 CEN E II. x 
4 Dungeon, a Table and Lamp. Barnwell reading} 
Enter Thorowgood at a Distance. 


HERE ſee the bitter Fruits of Paſ: 
fion's deteſted Reign and ſenſual Ap- 
petite indulg'd, ſevere e e Penitence and 
Tears. 

Barn. My honoured e Maſter, whole Good- 
neſs has covered me a thouſand Times with Shame, 
forgive this laſt unwilling Diſreſpe& ; indeed I _ 
you not. 

Thor. *Tis well, I hope you were better NO" 
in viewing of yourſelf z your Journey's long, your 
Time for Preparation almoſt ſpent. I ſent a Reve- 
rend Divine to teach you to improve it, and ſhould 
be . to hear of his Succeſs. . | 

ER en 


Ther. 
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Barn. The Word of Truth, which he recommend- 
ed for my conſtant Companion in this my ſad Retire- 
ment, has at length remov'd the Doubts I laboured 
under. From thence I've learn'd the infinite Extent 


of heavenly Mercy; that my Offences, tho? great, 
are not unpardonable 3 and that *tis not my Intereſt 


only, but my Duty to believe and to rejoice in that 
Hope : So ſhall Heaven receive the Glory, and fu- 
ture Penitents the Profit of my Example. | 
Thor. Proceed. 
Barn. *Tis wonderful that Words ſhou'd charm 
Deſpair, ſpeak Peace and Pardon to a Murderer's 


Conſcience; but Truth and Mercy flow in every Sen- 


tence, attended with Force and Energy divine. How 
ſhall I deſcribe my preſent State of Mind? I hope in 
doubt, and trembling I rejoice ; I feel my Grief in- 
creaſe, even as my Fears give way. Joy and Grati- 
tude now ſupply more Tears, than the Horror and 


Anguiſh of Deſpair before. 


Wor. Theſe are the genuine Signs of true Repen- 
ance; the only Preparatory, the certain Way to ever- 
laſting Peace. O the Joy it gives to ſee a Soul form'd 
and prepard for Heaven; for this the faithful Mini- 
Ker devotes himſelf to Meditation, Abſtinence and 


Prayer, ſhunning the vain Delights of ſenſual Joys, 


and daily dies that others may live for ever. For 
this he turns the ſacred Volumes o'er, and ſpends his 
Life in painful Search of Truth. The Love of Riches, 
and the Luſt of Power, he looks upon with juſt Con- 
tempt and Deteſtation; who only counts for Wealth 
the Souls he wins; and whole higheſt Ambition is to 
ſerve Mankind, If the Reward of all his Pains be to 

preſerve 
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preſerve one Soul from wandering, or turn one from 
the Error of his Ways, how does he then rejoice, and 
own his little Labours over paid ? 
Barn. What do Lowe for all your generous Kinduneſs? 
but tho? I cannot, Heaven tan and will reward you. 


Wyor. To ſee thee thus is Joy too great for Words. 
T Farewell, Heaven ſtrengthen thee.— Farewell. 


Barn. O! Sir, there's ſomething I would fay; if 
my fad ſwelling Heart would give me Leave. 
Thor. Give it vent a while, and try. 
Barn. I had a Friend, tis true I am unworthy— 
yet methinks your generous Example might perſuade, 
—Cov'd I not ſee him once, before go from whence 
there's no Return 
Thor. He's coming, and as much thy Friend as 


ever; but ll not anticipate his Sorrow; too ſoon hell 
ſiee the fad Effect of his contagious Ruin. This Tor- 


rent of Domeſtick Miſery bears too hard upon me, I 


| muſt retire to indulge a Weakneſs I find impoſlible to 


overcome. [ Aide. Much lov'd - and much la- 
mented Louth Farewell Heaven ſtrengthen thee 
—Eternally F arewell; 
Barn. The beſt of Maſters and of Men Farewell 
while I live let me not want your Prayers. 
Thor. Thou ſhalt not ;—thy Peace being made with 
Heaven, Death's already vanquiſh'd ; bear a little 
longer the Pains that attend this tranſitory Life, and 
ceaſe from Pain for ever. [Exit Thorowgood. 
Barn. Perhaps I ſhall. 1 find a Power within that 
bears my Soul above the Fears of Death, and, ſpite 
of conſcious Shame and Guilt, gives me a Taſte of 
Pleaſure more than mortal. | 
E 2 Enter 
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Enter Trueman and Keeper. 


Keep. Sir, there's the Priſoner. [ Exit Keeper. 
Barn. Trueman My Friend, whom I fo 
wiſh'd to ſee, yet now he's here I dare not look up- 
on him... | [ Yeeps. 
Tr. O Barmoell ! Barnwell ! 
Barn. Mercy! Mercy! gracious Heaven l for 
Death, but not for this, I was prepared. 

Tr. What have I ſuffer'd ſince I ſaw you laſt ?— 
what Pain hath Abſence given me? But oh! to 
ſee thee thus | 
Barn. I know it is dreadful ! I feel the Anguiſh of 
thy generous Soul. but I was born to murder all 
who love me. [Both weep. 

Tr. I came not to reproach you; Il thought to 
bring you Comfort, but Pm deceiv*d, for I have 
none to give; I came to ſhare thy Sorrow, but can- 
not bear my own. 

Barn. My Senſe of Guilt indeed you cannot know; 
*tis what the Good and Innocent, like you, can ne'er 
conceive ; but other Griefs, at preſent, I have none, 
but what I feel for you. In your Sorrow I read you 
love me ſtill ; but yet, methinks, tis ſtrange, when 
I conſider what I am. 

Tr, No more of that; I can remember nothing 


but thy Virtues, thy honeſt, tender Friendſhip, our 


former happy State and preſent Miſery. ——O had 
you truſted me when firſt the fair Seducer tempted 
you, all might have been prevented. | 

Barn. Alas thou knoweft not what a Wretch I've 
been, Breach of IN” was my firſt and leaſt 
- Offence 3 ; 
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Offence ; ſo far was I loſt to Goodneſs, ſo devoted 
to the Author of my Ruin, that had ſhe inſiſted on 
my murdering thee, I think, —T ſhou'd have 
done 1t. 

Tr. Prithee, aggravate thy Faults no more. 
Barn. I think I ſhou'd !——thus Good and Gene- 
rous as you are, I ſhou'd have murder'd you! © 
Tr. We have not yet embraced, and may be inter- 


rupted. Come to my Arms. 


Barn. Never, never will I taſte ſuch Joys on Earth; 
never will I ſo ſooth my juſt Remorſe. Are theſe 
honeſt Arms and faithful Boſom fit to embrace and to 
ſupport a Murderer ? Theſe Iron Fetters only ſhall 
claſp, and flinty Pavement bear me; [!hbrowing bim- 


ſelf on the Ground] even theſe too good for ſuch a, 


bloody Monſter. 
Tr. Shall Fortune ſever thoſe whom 1 riendſhip 


joined Thy Miſeries cannot lay thee ſo low, but 725 


will find thee.— Here will we offer to ſtern Calami- 
ty; this Place the Altar, and ourſelves the Sacri- 
fice. Our mutual Groans ſhall echo to each other 
thro* the dreary Vault; our Sighs ſhall number the 
Moments as they paſs, and mingling Tears commu- 
nicate ſuch Anguiſh, as Words were never made to 
expreſs. 


Barn. Then be it ſo. [Ri/fing.] Since you propoſe 


an Intercourſe of Woe, pour all your Griefs into my 
Breaſt, and in exchange take mine. [ Embracing. 


Where's now the Anguiſn that you promis d? You've 
taken mine, and make me no return. Sure Peace 
and Comfort dwell within theſe Arms, and Sorrow 
can't approach me while I'm here. This too is th 

= E 3 Work 
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Work of Heaven ; which, having before ſpoke Peace 
and Pardon to me, now ſends thee to confirm it.— 
O take, take ſome of the Joy that overflows my 
Breaſt ! 

Tr. I do, I do. Almighty Power, how haſt thou 
made us capable to bear, at once, the Extremes of 
Pleaſure and of Pain 


| Enter Keeper. 
Keep. Sir. | 
Tr. I come. | Exit Keeper, 
Barn. Muſt you leave me ?——Death would ſoon 
have parted us for ever. 
Tr. O my Barnwe!! ! there's yet another Taſk be- 
hind: Again your Heart muſt bleed for others 
Woes. 


Jo meet and part with you I thought was 
all -; 17 to do on Earth. What is there more _ 
me to do or ſuffer ? 

Tr. I dread to tell thee, yet it muſt be 3 
Maria. 

Barn. Our Maſter's fair and virtuous Daughter ?— 

Tr. The fame. | 
Barn. No Misfortune, I hope, "> reach'd that 
lovely Maid! Preſerve her, Heaven, from every Ill, 
to ſhew Mankind that Goodneſs is your Care. 

Tr. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my unhappy Friend, 
have reach'd her. Whatever you and I have felt 
and more, if more be poſſible, ſhe feels for you. 

Barn. I know he doth abhor a Lie, and would not 
trifle with his dying Friend, This is indeed the 
Bitterneſs of Death. [ Afar, 
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Jr. You muſt remember, for we all obſerved it, for 
ſome Time paſt, a heavy Melancholy weighed her 
down; Diſconſolate ſhe ſeem'd, and pin'd and lan- 
guiſh'd from a Cauſe unknown ; *till hearing of your 
dreadful Fate, the long ſtifled Flame blaz'd out, ſhe. 
wept, ſhe wrung her Hands, and tore her Hair; 
and, in the Tranſport of her Grief, diſcovered her own. 
loſt State, while ſhe lamented yours. 

Barn. Will all the Pain I feel reſtore thy Eaſe, 
lovely, unhappy Maid ? [ Vecping.] Why did you not 
let me die and never know it? 

Tr. It was impoſflible ;——ſhe makes no Secret of 
her Paſſion for you, and is determined to ſee you ere 
you die; ſhe waits for me to introduce her. 

[Exit Trueman. 

Barn. vas buſy Thoughts be ſtill ! — What avails 
it to think on what I might have been? -I now am 
What Pve made myſelf. 


Enter Trueman with Maria, 


Tr. Madam, reluctant I lead you to this diſmal 
Scene: This is the Seat of Miſery and Guilt, __—. 
Here awful Juſtice reſerves her publick Victims. 
This is the Entrance to ſhameful Death. 

Ma. To this ſad Place, then no improper Gueſt, 
the abandon'd loſt Maria brings Deſpair, and ſee the 
Subject and the Cauſe of all this World of Woe. Si- 
lent and motionleſs he ftands, as if his Soul had 
quitted her Abode, and the lifeleſs Form alone was 
left behind; yet that ſo perfect, that Beauty and 
Death, ever at Enmity, now ſeem united. there. 


E 4 Bars, 
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Barn. I groan, but murmur not. Juſt Heaven 
T am your own ; do with me what you pleaſe. ” 
Ma. Why are your ſtreaming Eyes ſtill fix d below? 
As tho? thoud'ſt give the greedy Earth thy Sorrows, 
and rob me of my Due. Were Happineſs within 
your Power, you ſhould beſtow it where you plead; 
but in your Miſery I muft and will partake. 
Barn. Oh! fay not fo, butfly, abhor, and leave me 
to my Fate——— Conſider what you are; How 
vaſt your Fortune, and how bright your Fame : — 
Have Pity on your Youth, your Beauty, and unequal- 
ed Virtue ; for which ſo many noble Peers have ſigh'd 
in vain- Bleſs with your Charms ſome honour- 
able Lord Adorn with your Beauty, and, by 
your Example, improve the Engliſh Court, that juſtly 
elaims ſuch Merit: ſo ſhall I quickly be to you 
as tho? I had never been. 
Ma. When I forget you, I muſt be fo indeed. Rea- 
ſon, Choice, Virtue, all forbid it. Let Women, 
like Millapood, if there are more ſuch Women, ſmile 
in Proſperity, and in Adverſity forſake. Be it 
the Pride of Virtue to repair, or to partake, the Ruin 
ſuch have made. = | 
T7. Lovely, il-fated Maid! Was there ever ſuch 
generous Diſtreſs before? How muſt this pierce his 
grateful Heart, and aggravate his Woes ? 
Barn. Ere I knew Guilt or Shame, when fortune 
ſmibd, and when my youthful Hopes were at the 
higheſt ; if then to have rais'd my Thoughts to you, | 
had been Preſumption in me, never to have been | 
pardon'd, think how much beneath yourſelf you con- 
deſcend to regard me now. - 


Ms. 


approaching Death? from ſuch a Death? 
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Ma. Let her bluſh, who profering Love invades 


che Freedom of your Sex's Choice, and meanly fues 


in Hopes of a Return.—Your inevitable Fate hath | 
render'd Hope impoſſible as vain. Then why 


ſhou'd II fear to avow a Paſſion ſo juſt and ſo diſin- 
tereſted! ? 


Tr. If any ſhould take Occafion from Milkuood's 
Crimes to libel the beſt and faireſt Part of the Crea- 


tion, here let them ſee their Error. The moſt dif 
tant Hopes of ſuch a tender Paſſion from fo bright 


a Maid, might add to the Happineſs of the moſt 


happy, and make the greateſt proud. Yet here tis 
laviſh'd in vain : Tho' by the rich Preſent the gene- 


rous Donor is undone, he, on whom it is beſtow'd,, 


receives no Benefit. 
Barn. So the Aromatick Spices of the Eaſt, which 
all the Living covet and eſteem, are, with unavailing 


| Kindneſs, waſted on the Dead. 


Ma. Yes, fruitleſs is my Love, and unavailing all 
my Sighs and Tears. Can they fave thee from 


O terrible Idea! What is her Miſery and Diſ- 
treſs, who ſees the firſt laſt Object of her Love, for 


whom alone ſhed live, for whom ſhe'd die a thou- 
| ſand, thouſand Deaths, if it were poſſible, expiring 
in her Arms?——— Let ſhe is happy, when com- 


par'd to me. Were Millions of Worlds mine, 
Pd gladly give them in exchange for her Condition. 
The moſt conſummate Woe is light to mine. 
The laſt of Curſes to other miſerable Maids, is all I 
aſk for my Relief, and that deny*d me. 

Jr. Tune and Reflection cure all Ills. 
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Ma. All but this ;= his dreadful Cataftrophe 
Virtue herſelf abhors. To give a Holiday to 
ſuburb Slaves, and paſling entertain the ſavage Herd; 
who, elbowing each other for a Sight, purſue and 
_ preſs upon him like his Fate. A Mind with Piety 
and Reſolution arm'd may ſmile on Death. 
But publick Ignominy, —everlaſting Shame 
Shame the Death of Souls, to die a thouſand 
Times, and yet ſurvive even Death itſelf, in never 
dying Infamy is this to be endured ?——Can 
I, who live in him; and muft, each Hour of my 
devoted Life, feel all theſe Woes renew d, Can 
I endure this: 
Tr. Grief has ſo impair'd her Spirits, ſhe pants, as | 
in the Agonies of Death. | 
Barn. Preſerve her Heaven, and reſtore her Peace, 
nor let her Death be added to my Crimes. 1 tolls. ] 
F am fummon'd to my Fate. 


Enter Keeper. and Officers. 


Keep. Sir, the Officers attend you; Milkvood 
is already ſummonꝰ d. 
Barn. Tell 'em I'm ready. And now, my 
Friend, farewell. [ Embracing. ] Su pport and comfort 
the beſt you can this Mann Fair. No more 
Forget not to pray for me. Turning to Maria.] 


Would you, bright Excellence, permit me the Honour 7 
of a chaſte Embrace, the laſt Happineſs this World 

cou'd give were mine. [She inclines towards him; 

they embrace.] Exalted Goodneſs! —— O turn your 

Eyes from Earth, and me, to Heaven, where Virtue, Z 
Pray for the _ 


like yours, is ever heard.“ 
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af my departing Soul. Early my Race of Wick- 
edneſs began, and ſoon I reach'd the Summit 
Ere Nature has finiſh'd her Work, and ſtamp'd = 
Man, juſt at the Time that others begin to ſtray, 
my Courſe is finiſh'd, Though ſhort my Span of 
Life and few my Days; yet count my Crimes for 
Years, and I have liv'd whole Ages. Thus Juſtice, 
in Compaſſion to Mankind, cuts off a Wretch like, 
me; by one ſuch Example to ſecure Thouſands from 
future Ruin. Juſtice and Mercy are in Heaven the 
fame : > 08 utmoſt Seventy 1 18 Mercy to the Whole; 
thereby to cure Man's Folly and Preſumption, which 
elſe wou'd render even infinite Mercy vain and in- 
effectual. | 
If any Youth, like you, in future Times, 

Shall mourn my Fate, tho be abbor my Crimes; 
Or tender Maid, like you, my Tale ſhall bear, 
And to my Sorrows give a pitying Tear: 
To each ſuch melting Eye, and throbbing Heart, 
Would gracious Heaven this Benefit impart, 
Never to know my Guilt, nor feel my Pain, a 


Then muſt you own you ought not to complain, 
Since you nor Weep,—nor ſpall I die in vain. ? 
Exit Barmwel] and d 


SCENE the LAS r. 

The Place of Execution. The Gallows and Ladders at 
the farther End of the Stage. A Crowd of Spec- 
zators. Blunt and Lucy. 

Lucy. EAVENS! What a Throng ! 

Blunt. How terrible is Death when thus 


prepar'd 
P | Lacy. | 
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Lacy. Support them, Heaven; thou only can ſup- 


pt them; all other Help is vain. 


Officer within. Make Way there ; make Way, and 


give the Priſoners Room. 
Lucy. They are here: obſerve them well. Blow 


humble and compoſed young Barnwell ſeems ? but 


Millwood looks wild, ruffled with Paſſion, confound- 
ed and amazed. | 


Enter Barnwell, Millwood, G and Executioners. 


Barn. See, Millwood, ſee our Journey's at an End. 


Life, like a Tale that's told, is paſt away; that ſhort 
but dark and unknown Paſſage, Death, is all the 
Space *tween us and endleſs Joys, or Woes eternal. 


Mill. Is this the End of all my flattering Hopes ? 


Were Youth and Beauty given me for a Curſe, and 
Wiſdom only to inſure my Ruin? They were, they 
were. Heaven, thou haſt done thy worſt. Or if thou 
haſt in Store ſome untried Plague, ſomewhat that's 
worſe than Shame, Deſpair and Death, unpitied Death, 
confirm'd Deſpair and Soul confounding Shame; 
ſomething that Men and Angels car't deſcribe, and 
only Fiends, who bear it, can conceive z now, pour 
it now on this devoted Head, that I may feel the 
worſt thou canſt inflict and bid Defiance to thy utmoſt 


Power. 


Barn. Yet ere we paſs the dreadful Gulph of Death, 


yet ere you're plunged in everlaſting Woe, O bend 
yaur ſtubborn Knees and harder Heart, humbly to de- 
precate the Wrath divine, Who knows but Heaven, 
in your dying Moments, may beſtow that Grace and 
Mercy which your Life deſpiſed, 


Mill. 
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Nil. Why name you Mercy to a Wretch like me? 
Mercy's beyond my Hope; almoſt beyond my Wiſh. 


I can't repent, nor ask to be forgiven. 


Barn, O think what *tis to be for ever, ever aide 
rable ; nor with vain Pride oppoſe a Tonen that's 
able to deſtroy you. 

Mill. That will deftroy me: 1 feel it il A De- 
luge of Wrath is pouring on my Soul. Chains, 
Darkneſs, Wheels, Racks, ſharp. ſtinging Scorpions, 
molten Lead, and Seas of Sulphur, are light to 
what I feel. 

Barn. O! add not to your vaſt Account Deſpair : 


A Sin more injurious to Heaven, than all , 


committed. 

Mill. OI 1 bave ſurd beyond: the: Reach of 
Mercy. | 

Barn. O ſay not ſo: tis A think. it 
As yon bright Roof is higher than the Earth, ſo and 
much more does Heaven's Goodneſs paſs our Appre- 
henſion. O what created Being ſhall-prefume to cir- 
cumſcribe Mercy, that knows no Bounds? 

Mill. This yields no Hope. Tho? Mercy may 
be boundleſs yet tis free: And I was doom'd, before 
the World to endleſs h and thou to Joys 
eternal. 

Barn. Ol gracious * nk thy Pity to 
has Let thy rich Mercy flow in plenteous Streams 
to chaſe her Fears and heal her wounded Soul. 

Mill. It will not be. Your Prayes are Joſt in Air, 
or elſe returned perhaps with nen N to your 
Boſom, but me they help not. rt ot ren 

Barn. Yet hear me, Milkuood! - ZA 2a 1193 Ba 

7 hs _ 
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' Mill. Away, I will not hear thee: I tell thee; 
Youth, I am by Heaven devoted a dreadful Inſtance 
of its Power to Puniſh. (Barnwell ſeems to pray.) If 
thou wilt pray, ptay for thyſelf not me. How doth 
his fervent Soul mount with his Words, and both 
aſcend to Heaven! That Heaven; whoſe Gates are 
ſhut with adamantine Bars againſt my Prayers, had 
I the Will to pray I cannot bear it——Sure tis the 
worſt of Torments to behold others enjoy that Bliſs 
that we muſt never taſte. 
| Officer. The utmoſt Limit of your Time s expired. 
Mill. Incompaſſed with Horror whither muſt I go? 
Core d not live nor die That I cou'd 
* to be !—— or ne*er had been 
Barn. Sinte Peace and Comfort are denied her here; 
may ſhe find Mercy where ſhe leaſt expects it, and 
this be all her Hell. From dur Example may all be 
taught to fly the firſt Approach of Vice ; but if 
vertaken 
By ſtrong Temptation, Weakneſs, or Surprize, 
Lament their Guilt and by Repentance riſe, 
TY impenitent alone die unforgiven ; 
To fs like Man, and to forgive like Heaven. 


Enter Trueman. 


' Lucy. Heart-breaking Sight —O wretched, weokch- 
ed Milkoood ! 
' 97. How is ſhe diſpoſed to meet her Fate? 
Blunt. Who can deſcribe unutterable Woe ? 
Lucy. She goes to Death encompaſſed with Hor- 
ror, loathing Life, and yet afraid to die; no Tongue 
can tell her — and Deſpair. ei 
p 2 
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Tr. Heaven be better to her than her Fears; may 
ſhe prove a Warning to others, a Monument of 
Mercy in herſelf. 

Lucy. O Sorrow ene . break my 
Heart, | 
Tr. In vain 
With Bleeding Hearts, and weeping Eyes wwe ſhow 

A human gem rous Senſe of others Moe; 

Unleſs we mark what drew their Ruin on, 

And by avoiding tbat prevent our own. 


The End of the Fifth A. 


EPILOGUE 


ILS d 
Written by Cor EY CIBBER, E/; Poet Laureat. 


And ſpoken by Mrs. CI BB ER. 


1 INC E Fate has rod me of the hapleſs Youth, 
For whom my Heart bad hoarded up its Truth ; 
By all the Laws of Love and Honour, now, 
Pm free again to chooſe, and one of you. 

But ſoft; ——With Caution firſt Pll round me peep ; 
Maids, in my Caſe, ſhould look before they leap : 
Here's Choice enough of various Sorts, and Hue, 2 


The Cit, the Wit, the Rake coc d up in Cue, 
The fair ſpruce Mercer, and the taum Jew. | 
Suppoſe ] ſearch the ſober Gallery; No, 
There's none but Prentices, —and Cuckolds all a Row, 
Aud theſe, I doubt, are thoſe that make em ſo, 
[Pointing to the Boxes. 
Tig very well, enjoy the Feſt : 


But you, 
Fine powder'd Sparks ;——nay, Pm told tis true, 
Your happy Spouſes can make Cuckolds too. 


Twixt you and them, the Dif rence this perhaps, 
The Cibs aſhan*d when&er bis Duck he traps ;, 
But you, when Madam's tripping, let ber fall, 
Cock up your Hats, and take no Shame at all. 
What if ſome favourd Poet I cod meet? 
Whoſe Love wou'd lay his Laurels at my Feet. 
No. Painted Paſſion real Love abhors, 
His Flame cod prove the Suit of Creditors. 
Vr 10 letum you then with longer Pauſe, : 


In ſhort, my Heart to this Concluſion draws, 
T yield it to the Hand thats: Joudeft in Applauſe. 
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„Ho the Life of Scanderbeg 
5 is certainly as full of the ol 
| {ſurpriſing Events, his Actions 
as wonderful, and his Charac- 
ter as perfe& and exalted, as 
any of the ancient Heroes of 
Greece or Rome; yet for Want of a Homer or 
a Virgil, a Plutarch or a Livy, to celebrate 
his Praiſe, or write his Life in a Manner 
worthy af him, there are great Numbers, 
who are converſant with the Claſſc as well 


-s 4 4. © 
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The Tragedy of the Chri/tian Hero, now 
in Rehearſal at the Theatre Royal in Drury 


Lane, is, as we have been credibly informed, 
founded on that wonderful and important 
Circumſtance in the Life of Scanderbeg, his 


raiſing the Siege of Croia, after it had been 
inveſted near ſix Months by the numerous 
Troops of the Turkiſh Sultan, Amurath the 
Second; who died, after infinite Vexation and 
Diſappointment, of Grief and Rage, under 
the Walls of the City. We judge it there- 
fore neceſſary at this Time to give the Pub- 
lick ſome Account, collected from the moſt 
Authentick Authors, of the Life and Charac- 
ter of this excellent Prince; that thoſe, who 
are as yet unacquainted with the Story, may 
by reading this, beſides the Inſtruction and 
Entertainment they may find in it, be the 
better able to juge of the Play, when it ſhall 
appear upon the Stage. 


It may give Light to the following Hiſtory 
to obſerve that Albania, the Country of Scan- 
derbeg, is in that Part of Greece which lies 
between Dalmatia and Achaia, on the Adria- 
tick and Jonian Seas; and includes in it ſome 
Parts of the ancient Kingdoms of Epirus and 
Macedon, and of the Provinces of Liburnia, 
Dalmatia and Illyria, and is ſuppoſed to have 
taken it's preſent Name, which is. but mo- 
dern, from a Colony of Albanians, a Peo- 


ple 


Sys bas bed PF. A. 2 a AA <- ah oo 


G32, 
ple of Aja ; who coming into Europe and 


ſettling there, in time communicated cheir 
Name to the Country. 


Aſter the Conqueſt of Greece by Paulus 
FEmilius and others, Albania, tho? not then 


known by that Name, was incorporated with 


ſome adjacent Countries and ſo became Part of 


a Roman Province under the Government of 


the Prefe#us Pretorio of Illyrium. At the 


Diviſion of the Empire it was allotted to the 
Emperors of Conſtantinople, and ſo remain'd 


till the Decline of their Power; when the Go- 
vernment of it fell to the Family of the 


Caſtriots, who were generally called Kings of 
Epirus, as a Country of the greateſt Antiquity: 
and Fame, but Albania was certainly the 
moſt powerful and wealthy Part of their Do- 


minions, and Croia, it's Metropolis, the Seat 


of their Reſidence. 


Fobn Caſtriot and . oi ſava, a Prince and 


Princeſs celebrated by the Hiſtorians of that 


Age for their uncommon Perfections of Mind 


and Body, were the Parents of our Hero. 


They had beſides him three Sons and five 


Daughters. The untimely Fate of the three 
elder Sons, whole Names were Repoſtus, 


Staniſſa and Corftantine, we ſhall mention 
hereafter : of the Daughters we. find. little 


more recorded than that they were married to 
Chriſtian Princes and Noblemen {ſuitable to 
ET Rs oe. + | their 


06) 
their Rank. George Caftrict, or S canderbeg, 
which laſt Name was given him by the Turks 
and is the ſame by which Alexander the Great 
is known. amongſt. them, the fourth and 
youngelt Son, was born at Croia in the Year 
1400. A 


The Overthrow of Bajazet” by Tamerlane 
feemꝰd for a time to have put an End to the 
2 Empire of the Ottomans; but after 


e Death of that victorious Prince, Mahomet 


the Second, the Son of Bajazer, recover d 
his Father's Kingdom, which his Son Amurath 
the Second vaſtly increaſed by his Conqueſts 
both in Aſia and Europe. He was a Prince of 
Courage enough and ſet no Bounds to his Am- 
bition; but upon the leaſt Diſappointment 
exceeding fretfull and impatient, eſpecially in 


bis old Age; zealous in his Religion, a pro- 
found Politician, a Commander of great Expe- 


rience and for the moſt part ſucceſsfull in his 
Enterprizes; the moſt beloved by his Subjects 


and the moſt faithfull Obſerver of his Word, 


of any of the Turkih Sultans either before or 


after him; not that he was always a Slave to 


it (his Perfidiouſneſs to the Caſtriots is a nato- 
rious Inſtance of the contrary.) No, that was 
not to be expected from an Arbitrary Prince 


and an Orthodox Mahometan, as Amurath was. 


The Bigot and the Tyrant, how good loever 
the natural Diſpoſition may be, will ſome- 
times get the better of the Man. | 

1 7 Amurath 
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| Amurgath, he Beg Beginning 55 1 Neige. 
met with bi 0 poſition firſt from an Im- 


poſter who preten =, to be Moher, the Son 
of his Grand Father Bajazet; and 88 er 
from his o.] n younger Brother of the ſame 
Name. But Bis Courage and good Fortune 
having put an End to theſe domeſtick Trow 
bles by the W of both. the Mu aphes,. he 
quickly convinced the neighbouring Princes, 
WhO bad LAIRD 2 2 Competitors, that he Was 
not to be with, Impunity.,, The 
Mahometan King < Caramania IN, Aja... paid 
his Lite for his 3 ſo did the Chattan 
Prince of Smyrna; which City with it's. Di- 
ſtrict,  Amurg 2 conquer d tl added to his 
other 4895 tions in Ala. Greece fs 5 
the Efe s.of f his Reſent ent, or rathe 


i Ambition, which inceſt 5 Da . 
elze Fe: Me to ie is, 


5 ps. Eos, 
ence, 8 nat to; the} Eo ns 
L At. nddage ; and T heſ/alonjca, 
alter a bra 15 cfence; being taken, by Storm, 
ſuffer'd,” a 5 that 5 mraged 


Ws gray 
Fine Jolm 


Caftriat, . fg th #par — 7 — ho 
9 with the Supineneſs of the Grat 


EPs Jalyed to guard againſt rpg. 
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He knew Amurath was preparing to attack 
Him, and prudently choſe rather to meet him 
on the Borders of Macedon, than wait for him 
in Albania. This wiſe Conduct not only pre- 
ſerved his Dominions from being the Seat of 
War, but enabled him to annoy the Enemy 
with little Loſs on his Part; the Mountains, 
which part Macedon from Epirus, being a very 
Happy Situation for that Purpoſe. Amurath, 


ſoon weary of a War that was likely to prove 


ſo tedious and expenfive, and which in the 
mean while put a Stop to the Career of his 
Victories, was eaſily induced to hearker; to 
Terms of Accomodation, and yielded at 
length to leave Coaftriot the free and quiet 
Poſſeſſion of his Crown and Kingdom, and to 
make a perpetual Peace with him; Conditions 
not'to be refuſed by 
ſo weak as the King of Epirus, and whic 

the haughty Su/tan wou'd certainly have de- 
nied to the Emperor of Con/tantinople, There 
was but one Difficulty to overcome and that 
to a Prince leſs generous than Caffriot had 
been inſuperable. Amurath demanded his 
four Sons as Hoſtages. Tis eaſy to judge 
how bitter this Propoſal muſt be to an affec- 
tionate Father: but e Wea. he ow'd 
to his brave and loyal Subjects, whom the 


leaſt Misfortune wou'd have expoſed to in- 


'evitable Ruin, and truſting to the Sulfar's 


Honour who tho“ known to be a vindiftive 
and implacable Enemy, was nevertheleſs e- 
ſteemed 


a Prince Ks thr 50 


ed the Royal 


"Sp 
ſteem'd an inviolable Regarder of his Word, 
the afflicted King complied. . Amurath receiv- 
ledges, and ending the War 

carried them with him to Adrianople. We 
don't find that Caſtriot had any Difference 
with the Sultan afterwards, and mult there- 
fore conclude that theſe Princes, during the 
Life of their Father, were uſed with all the 
Reſpect and Honour due to their Rank and 
Character s. e . 
George Caſtriot, tho' not above eight Vears 
of Age when he came to Adrianople, was 
quickly diſtinguiſh'd and admir'd. by the Sul- 
fan and the whole Seraglio. His extraordina- 
ry Beauty, Majeſtick Deportment, Wit, 
Vivacity and Greatneſs of Mind charmed all 
who had the Opportunity of being acquainted 
with him. Amurath pleaſed with his promiſ- 
ing Genius, appointed him a Retinue, a Ta- 
ble and Tutors to inſtruct him, in the ſame 
manner as his own Sons, in the Mabometan 


Religion, and all the Sciences as far as they 


were known in the Turkijh Court. And being 
determined, as it afterwards appeared, neyer 
to part with him, he forced him to ſubmit to 
Circumciſion, and gave him the Magnificent 
Name of Scanderbeg, or Alexander. Hoping 
no Doubt, conſidering his tender Age, by 
theſe Means to extinguiſh! in him the very 
Memory of the Chriſtian Religion, his Fa- 
ther's Houſe and native Country. Scander- 

2 B bep's 
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Beg's Improvement, eſpecially in Martial 


Exerciſes, fo pleaſed the Sultan, that having 


Wars in Natolia he took him with him, 


where he gave ſuch Proofs of his Wiſdom 


and Courage, that, at nineteen Years of Age, 
Amurath gave him the Command of five thou- 
fand Horſe and ſoon after the Title of Baſſa. 


Returning himſelf into Europe, he left him 


to Command all his Troops in the leſſer Aa; 


which he did with ſo much Succeſs, that from 


"thence Amurath uſed frequently to call him, 


his right Eye, his right Hand, his Defence 
and the Augrentor of his Dominions. 


- Scanderbeg, in his Return to Adrianople, 
killed a Gigantick Tartar, eſteem'd invinci- 
ble, in ſingle Combat. And ſome Time 
after, being with Amurath at Bur ſia in Bithy- 
nia, he encounter'd two Perſian Champions, 
famous for their "Strength and Courage, and 
who had publickly challenged any two Men 
in the Su/ran's Army, with the ſame Succeſs, 


However pleaſing to a youthfull, courage- 
ons and high Spirited Prince Honour and 
Fame may be, yet Scanderbeg's Love of Truth 
was ſuperior to theſe Temptations. He was 
conftantly attended, when in the Field, by 
ſome Chriſtian Soldiers, Natives of Albania, 
by whom he was ſecretly inſtructed and con- 


firmed in the Chriſtian Religion. The main- 


taining of which and the civil Liberty of his 
A 37”! = ay 
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Country was his governing Principle, during 
the whole Courſe of his Iaborious and impor- 


tant Life. Tis no Wonder therefore, that 
being ſent with a numerous Army againſt 


the Hungarians he avoided all Occaſions of 
giving them Battle. He behayed however 
with ſuch Prudence and Circumſpection, 
that he loſt no Reputation, nor drew. upon 
himſelf the leaſt Suſpicion from the ſubtle 


and miſtruſtful Sultan. 


Soon after Scanderbeg's Return from the 
Hungarian War, Amurath. receiy'd an Ac- 
count of the Death of John Caſtriot, the 
Father of our Hero; upon which he diſ- 
patched Sebalia, a Baſſa of great Courage 
and Experience, with a powerful Army in- 
to Albania; who immediately took Poſſeſſion 
of whole Kingdom, telling the People who 
were faigvicey and without a Leader, that 
he came as a Friend by the Sultan's Order 
only to prevent Innovations, and ſecure the 
Country for the Intereſt of the Hoſtage 
Prince, on whom the. Succeſſion was devol- 
ved; and to whom, on his Arrival which 
they were ſhortly to expect, it ſhould be 
ſafely deliver'd. In the mean time Amurath, 
who intended nothing leſs, cauſed the three 
elder Brothers of Scanderbeg to be ſecretly 
deſtroy*d by Poiſon, and reduced this Chriſti- 
an Kingdom to the miſerable Condition of 
a Tur łiſo Province. The Liberty which this 
brave People had fo long enjoy'd under the 
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Paternal Care of their native Princes, ſeem'd 


now to be loſt for ever: their Churches were 
turned to Moſques, their Laws ſubverted,and 


their Eſtates and Perſons become the Proper- 


ty of a barbarous and foreign Tyrant. Tis 
much eaſier to imagine than deſcribe the 
Grief and Indignation of Scanderbeg on this 
Occaſion ; which, great as they were, he was 
ſo much Maſter of] himſelf as to conceal. He 
knew Amurath too well to expreſs the leaſt 
Reſentment whilſt he was in his Power, and 
wiſely reſery'd himſelf till Time ſhould give 
him an Opportunity to free his Country and 


revenge the Injuries, done to himſelf and his 


Family. Amurath, who really loved him 
and was therefore unwilling to take his 
Life, vainly imagined by heaping new Ho- 
nours on him at preſent, and promiſing him 
more and preater Proofs of his Favour here- 
after, to extinguiſh the Memory of his 
Wrongs, or make him think that thoſe done 
to his Brothers and his Country were none to 
him. He was not however abſolutely free 
from Suſpicion. He would ſometimes talk 
to Scanderbog of reſtoring him to his Father's 
Kingdom to diſcover, whether he entertain'd 
any ſuch Hopes; but all to little Purpoſe: 
For Scanderbeg, who knew the Succeſs of his 


Deſigns depended on their Secrecy, was not. 


to be oyer-reach'd. 


The War between the Turks and Hugari- 
ons being renew'd with greater Violence than 
ever 
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ever, the Sultan notwithſtanding his fair 
Speeches and ſeeming Confidence in Scander- 
beg, did not think it Proper to truſt him with 
the ſole Command of his Army, but ſet oyer 
him the Baſſa of Romania. The Chriſtian 
Army, under the Command of the great 
Hanniades, meeting the Sultan's near the 
Moravia, a River 1o called, a fierce and 
bloody Battle enſued ; wherein Victory de- 
clared for the Chriſtians. The Turks loft 
40000 Men. In this Battle Scanderbeg, with 
his Country-men the Epirots, to whom he 
had before communicated his Defign (con- 
trary to their Cuſtom) were the firſt who 
fled, which ſo diſcouraged the Turkih Ar- 

8 my, that the Rout ſoon became univerſal. 
i In this Confuſion Scanderbeg and his Follow- 
n ers ſeized the Turkiſh Secretary, and having 


r IIS 


> bound and convey'd him to a private Place, 

18 compell'd him to write an Order, as from the 

e Sultan, to the Governor of Croia, to deliver | 

0 to Scanderbeg, now appointed Governor, the 4 
1 


e Charge of that City. Their own Preſerva- 
k tion compell'd them to diſpatch the Secreta- 
ry. After which they fer forward with all 
d poſſible Expedition, towards Albania. As 
: ſoon as they arrived there, Scanderbeg ſent 
5g his Kinſman Amaſie, a young Prince of an | 
ot, | . enterpriſing Genius (tho afterwards a Tray- 4 
| tor and an Apoſtate) with his counterfeit 1 
Credentials to the Governor of Croia ; who 
-j- | without Suſpicion quitted the City, of which 
an Scanderbeg immediately took Poſſeſſion. But 
er | »n 
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tho' the Turkiſh Governor was gone, the 
Garriſon remain'd. Scanderbeg therefore gave 
fecret Orders to thoſe who had followed him 


from Hungary, to enter the City by ſmall 
Numbers at a Time, to prevent Sufpicion ; 


who in the Dead of the Night, being join'd | 


by the Citizens, fell with ſuch Fury on the 
Tus, that in a few Hours the whole Gar- 


riſon was cut off, except ſome fe who ſub- 
mitted to the Government of Scanderbeg and 


embraced the Chriſtian Faith. 


Croia being thus happily recover'd, Meſ- 
ſengers were diſpatch'd to all Parts of the 
Kingdom to proclaim the King, and excite 


the People to take Arms for the Recovery 


of their Liberty: but Fame had already 


filled all Part: of the Country with Scander- 


Beg's Return and the Reduction of Croia. 
The Epirots, who had long wiſh'd for ſach 
a Day, were every where in Arms affert- 
in their Right and taking Vengeance of their 
Oppreſſors; and that with ſuch Fury, that 


in a few Days there was not a Tur to be 


found in Epirus, except in a few Garriſons, 
all which were ſoon ſubdued. _Amurath 
heard of Scanderbeg's Revolt and Succeſs 


with the utmoſt Rage and Indignation, but 


being embarraſſed with the Hungarian War, 
affected to make light of it, and for the pre- 
ſent ſpoke of it, as a matter of little Conſe- 
quence. 2 e 


Scanderbeg 


„ N ah ITO 8 


(5) 

Scanderbeg being now at Leiſure, in an 
Aſſembly convened for that Purpoſe, reſtor- 
ed the Civil Government of his Kingdom ta 
it's former Order; and ſoon ſettling it's Tran- 


quility began to think it Time to annoy his 


Enemies; and Entering Macedon, where he 
met with little Oppoſition, he made the 
Sultan's Subjects pay for the Depredations his 
own had ſuffer'd, during their Maſter's Uſur- 


pation of his Country. The News of this ſo 


inraged Amurath, that tho? the Hungarian 


War was not yet ended, he order'd Alibeg, 
a Baſſa, of whoſe Conduct and Courage he 
had a high Opinion, to invade Epirus win 
40000 = to bring Scanderbeg to him ei- 
ther alive or dead, and to reduce the whole 


Country once more to his Subjection. The 
Epirots, who: juſtly feared falling a ſecond 
time into the Hands of the Turk, and terri- 


bly allarmed at the Preparations, flock'd | 


from all Parts of the Country to their King 
at Croia; Who entertain'd them with his 
uſual Cheerfulneſs and Affability, but wich- 
out the leaſt Sign of Fear. The Epirets, 


who were afterwards better acquainted with 


their Prince's Conduct and Intrepidity, were 
ſurprized to ſee him behave in a Manner ſo 
very improper, as they thought, conſidering 
the preſent Danger that threatned himſelf; 
and People. But how was their Wonder in- 
creaſed, hen they ſaw/that out of the Mul- 
titude that attended and offer'd to ſerve 


22 him, 
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him, Strangers as well as Epirots, he took 
only S000 Horle, and yooo Foot, (when 
he might have had twice that Number) and 
diſmiſſed the reſt. With this ſmall Army 


he marched to the lower Dibra, on the Bor- 


ders of Macedon, about 80 Miles from Croia. 
Where, in a narrow Paſs, defended by 


Mountains on one hand and a Wood on the 
other, he encamped and waited for the 


Turkiſh Army; upon its Approach, he 


order'd Amaſie, with 3000 Men, to conceal 
himſelf in the Wood 'till the Armies ſhould 


be engaged, and then, as Opportunity of- 
fer'd, to attack the Turks in the Rear. The 


Baſſa did Scanderbeg the Juſtice to admire 


the Order of his little Army, but confiding 


in his Numbers, came on with great Refo- 
lution and Aſſurance of Succeſs. Scanderbeg, 
at the Head. of his Troops, with invincible 
Courage, ſuſtain'd the Attack; and begin- 
ning the Battle himſelf with his own Hand 
made terrible Slaughter amongſt the Turks. 
His Soldiers following the Example of their 
Leader, the Turks were ſoon put to a 
Stand. Alibeg ſeeing this, retreated in 
Hopes that Scanderbeg would have follow'd 
him into the open Country, where he might 


by his numerous Army eafily have incom- 
paſſed and 2 him: but being diſap- 


pointed by the Prudence of Scandes beg the 
Turks returned with greater Fury than be- 


fore: Upon which Sranderbeg retreated in 


his Turn, which drew his Enemy into the 
Streight 


c 


Streight as he deſigned; where being A 
tacked by Amaſie behind, and Scanderbeg 
before, their great Numbers were not only 
uſeleſs, but haſten'd their Deſtruction by 
trampling one another to Death. - Upon this 
every one began to ſhift for himſelf. The 
Baſſa and ſome few others eſcaped with 
much Difficulty and left behind him 22000 
flain, 2000 Priſoners, 24 Standards with all 
his Ammunition, Tents and Baggage. This 


glorious Victory colt the Chriſtians but 300 
Men. Scanderbeg having mounted his 7000 


Foot, with Horſes taken from the Turks, 
enter'd 3 Dominions: which hav- 
ing plunder'd and with the Spoils greatly 
jrich' d his Followers, without ww 
any thing for himſelf, he return'd trium- 
phantly to Grow. . * 


The Lofs of this Battle, with that before 
mention'd, gain'd by Hunniades, fo reduc'd” 
the Power of Amurath, that he was for- 
ced, tho' with great Reluctance, to fue to 
the Hungariaxs for a Peace; which they 
upon Terms, that ſeemed indeed ad vanta- 
geovs enough for themſelyes, too eaſily 
granted: And thereby loſt an Opportunity 


which has never fince returned nor perhaps 


ever will: For had they aſſiſted Scanderbeg 
with all their Forces, inſtead of making 
Peace with Amurath, as in Juſtice and Po- 
licy they ought to have done, the Turks. 
might in all Probability have been utterly 
POS | Ariven 
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driven out of Europe and all the Miſeries 
they have ſince brought upon the Chriſtian. 
World been prevented. A Peace was how- 
ever made and ſolemnly ſworn to by Ula- 
diflaus King of Hungary on the Evange- 
litts, and by Amuratb on the Koran. The 
old Sultan, ever melancholy and impatient, 
grew weary of the World upon theſe Diſ- 
appointments, and after reyenging himſelf 
on the King of Caramania, who had taken 
the Advantage of his Troubles to endea- 
vour throw oft his Yoke, he refigned his 
Crown to his Son Mahomet, and retired to 
Magnefia. Fulian, Cardinal St. Angelo, the 
Pope's Legate at the Court of Hungaria, 
being informed that the Turkip Affairs 
were in the utmoſt Confuſion under the 
Government of the young Sultan, perſuad- 
ed Uladi/laus to break the Peace and ab- 
ſol ved him from the Oath given to Amurath; 
or, in other Words, gave him a Diſpenſa- 
tion to be perjured. Scanderbeg”s A ſſiſtance 
was asked; who being under no Obligation 
to the contrary, and having reſolved to omit 
no Opportunity of diſtreſſing the common 
Enemy, raiſed an Army of 30000 Men, a 
oreater than he ever brought into/ the Field, 
cither before or after; deſigning to march 
them through Servia in order to join the 
. Hungarians : but Providence, that purpoſed, 
as it afterwards appeared, to vindicate its 
Juſtice and make that faithleſs King an In- 
ſtance of its Severity, prevented . 

| rom. 
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from coming to his Aſſiſtance. The Deſpot 
of Servia, whole Daughter Amurath had 


married, denying him a Paſſage, a Diſpute 
aroſe; in which the Deſpot was a Sufferer, 
yet ſo much Time was loſt, that the Battle 


of Verna was tought whilſt Scanderbeg was 


on the Borders of Servia. Theſe Dangers 
rouled Amurath from his Stupidity. He 
quitted Magnefia, and re- aſſumed the Go- 


vernment. And paſling over from Aa to 
Europe with a numerous Army joined his 


Baſſa, and marched to ſeek the Hungarian. 


The two Armies met near the City of Ver- 


na in Bulgaria, where a terrible Battle en- 


ſued. In which Amurath proved victori- 
ous; Uladi/laus, the King of Hungaria and 


Poland, loſt his Life, with two Thirds of 


his Army and the Flower of his Nobility. 


Hunni ades, the valiant Prince of Tranfilva- 
nia, ſometime after King of Hungaria, very 


hardly eſcaped; and the Pope's Legate, the 


impious Promoter of this perfidious War, 
after being ſtriped and wounded, and en- 
during the utmoſt Indignities and Reproaches 


from ſome of thoſe whom he had ſeduced, 
juſtly periſh'd in the Storm, that he had 
raiſed. - | . N 


Ta following Circumſtance from 
Kngrolles's Account of this Battle is too 


remarkable to be omitted. Anurath ſeeing 


the great Slaughter of his Men, who were 


ſorced to retreat, and even ready to ily, 


gang . too 
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took the Writing out of his Boſom, wherein 
the late League was compriſed, and holding 
it in his Hand with his Eyes raiſed towards 
Heaven, ſaid; © Behold, thou crucified 
* Chriſt, this is the League thy Followers 
„ have, in thy 3 with me; 
* which without Cauſe they have violated : 
t Now it thou art God, as they ſay thou 
„ art, revenge the Wrong dope to thy 
Name and me; ſhew thy Power upon 
this perjured People, who in their Deeds 
e deny thee. Amurath, who yas obſerved 
after this Battle to be as glaomy and diſcon- 
tented as ever, being asked the Cauſe, an- 
ſwered, that he deſired no more Victories 
at ſuch a Price. And indeed it coſt him the 


greateſt Part of his numerous Army. 


Having given Orders for the Government 
of his Empire, he once more retired to 
Magnefia ; but his reſtleſs Mind and Thirſt 
of Revenge on Scanderbeg, ſoon made him 


weary of this unactive Life; he quitted his 


Devotions, and returning to Adrianople, took 
the Management of the Publick Affairs 
again into his own Hands, to the no ſmall 
Morttfication of his ambitious Son to whom 
he had a ſecond time committed them. In- 
tent on the Deſtruction of Scanderbeg, and 
hoping to ruin him by a fallacious Peace, he 
ſent Ayradin, a Man of great Subtlety, as 
his Ambaſſador, to Croia. He carried with 
him Letters from Amurath full of cruel Re- 

4 proaches, 
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proaches, Threats, Flattery, Promiſes and 
artful Inſinuations; calculated to work upon 
all the Paſſions, eſpecially Ambition and 
Terror; promiſing him, on Condition he 
would return to his Obedience and embrace 
the Mahometan Faith, his eternal Friendſhip, 


with a vaſt Acceſſion of Wealth and Power; 


but threatening him and his; if he refuſed, 
with utter Ruin and Extirpation. Scander- 
beg, who deteſted and deſpiſed theſe Propo- 
ſals and him that ſent them, diſmiſſed the 
Ambaſlador with an Anſwer that became his 
own Courage and the Juſtice of his Cauſe. 
The Sultan reading it was ſo provoked, that 


ſtroaking his white Beard according to his 


Cuſtom when he was angry, he cried out; 
Thou deſireſt, vain Wretch, an honourable 
% Death; Well, take thy Wiſh; I will at- 
tend the Funeral of my Foſter-Son : Yes, | 
« tho? unbidden, I will honour in Perſon the 
Funeral Pomp of the great King of Epirus. 


To keep Scanderbeg imploy'd and waſte 
his Strength by Degrees, Amurath ſent Fe- 
riſes with gooo. Horſe to the Borders of 
Epirus, while he himſelf prepared to follow 
him with his whole Force. Scanderbeg had 
diſmiſſed his Army raiſed for the Hungarian 
War, and had with him only his uſual 
Complement, which was 1500 Foot and 
2000 Horſe. Feriſes attacked him with a 
great deal of Vigour; and hoping to gain 
immortal Honour and end the War at once 
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by the Death of Scanderbeg, with more 


Courage than Prudence, ſought for him 
(where he was always to be found) in the 
Front of the Battle: Scanderbeg met and 
diſpatched him by a fingle Blow with his 
Sabre in the Sight of both Armies; which 


ſo diſheartened the Turi that they took to 


their Heels, but were ſo cloſely purſued by 
the Epirots, that few of them eſcaped to 
carry the News to Adrianople. 1 


The Sultan, who imputed the Overthrow 

of Feriſes to his own Raſhneſs, ſent Muſt a- 
pha, a Commander not leſs valiant but more 
prudent, with a freſh Supply of Troops to 
the Borders of Epirus; but charged him not 
to hazard a Battle on any Occaſion what- 
ever, but only to harraſs the Frontiers and 
conſtantly retire upon the Approach of 
Scenderbeg ; telling him he ſhould take it 
for good. Service if he ſhould hear, that the 
* Trees and Fruits of Epirus had felt the 
* Effects of bis Anger. Jd{ufapha lo well 
obſerved his Orders, that having ſtrong in- 
trenched his Army on the Moutains, that 
art Macedon from Epirus, he from thence 
by ſmall Parties ſent forth from time to time 
grievoully infeſted the Country; burning the 
Villages, deitroying the Vineyards and do- 
ing all the Miſchief in their Power. Scan- 
derbe had too much Love for his ſuffering 
People as well as Regard for his own Honour 
to hear of theſe Devaſtations mm 
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did every thing that Policy could ſuggeſt to 
draw them from their Intrenchment ; but 
finding all Attempts of this Kind ineffectual 
he reſolved, if poſſible to drive them out by 
Force; which he thus effected. Scanderbeg 
obſerving a ſmall Party of Turks foraging, 
aceording to their daily Practice, at ſome 
Diſtance from their Camp, turprized them 
with 4000 Horſe and 1000 Foot, and drove 
them to their Trenches; which his T 
entering with the Fugitives the whole Camp 
was inſtantly filled with Terror and Confu- 
fion. The Chriſtians, provoked with the 
Ruin of their Country, made dreadful Ha- 
vock of the Turks. Muſtapha, ſeeing all 
was loſt, eſcaped by the Port neareſt to Ma- 
cedon. Five thouſand Turks fell on the Spot 
and the reſt fled; many of whom being af⸗ 
terwards found in Epirus were either killed 


or made Priſoners. 


Notwithſtanding theſe Triumphs Scander- 
beg had, like other great and Good Men, 
his Portion of | Affliction. Amaſie, his Kinfs 
man, ſeduced by the Flattery of | _A4murath 
and his own Ambiten, deſerted” his Cauſe 
and fled to Adrianople ; where he embraced 


 Mahometanijſm and was ever after a concealed 


Traytor or an open Enemy to Scanderbep. 


Lech Zachary, who' poſſeſſed a ſmall Terri- 


tory in Albania under the Protection of Scan- 
der beg, who was by Covenant to ſucceed him 
if he died without Iſſue, being baſely mur- 
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thered by his unnatural Kinſman, Lacu- 
cagne; the Fenetians, upon ſome frivolous 
Pretences, claimed Part of this Inheritance, 
and ſeizing upon the City . Dayna, which lay 


convenient for them, fortified it againſt 


Scanderbeg. Upon this a War enſued in 
which Scanderbeg had greatly the Advan- 
tage. He ſubdued almoſt the whole Pro- 
vince of Scularia and defeated an Army of 
the Yenetians near the River Dryne, took 


many Priſoners, and amongſt them fome of 


great Eminence, but ſhed as little Blood as 
poſſible. As this was a War into which he 
was forced againſt his Inclination, and in which 
Conqueſt itſelf gave him no Pleaſure, he 
was ever ready to end it upon honourable 
Terms; which he did as ſoon as they were 
offered. 811 


During che War Muſftapha obtaining another 


Army of the Sultan, return'd into Epirus 
and met with worſe Succeſs than before. He 
now loft 10000 Men with his own Liber 

and that of twelve principal Officers, — 
Ranſom coſt Amurath 25000 Duckets and 
many valuable Preſents; which with the 


Plunder of the Turłiſb Camp and the Contri- 


butions raiſed in Macedon, greatly enriched 
the Epirots. This Victory coſt Scanderbeg 
only three Hundred Men. 

. Amurath having again defeated Hunnia- 


des, in a Battle which laſted three Days, on 
| the 
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the Plains of Coſſova, refbleed is 90 2» Ant 
Scanderbeg in Perſon, and execute the Ven- 


geance with which he had ſo long threaten- 
ed him; for this Purpoſe he aſſembled an 
Army at Adrianople of 160000 Men. Scan- 
derbeg, who had early Information of his 
Proceedings, and foren whos the Storm 
would fall, prepared for his Defence. He 
ordered thoſe who lived in the open Coun- 
try in Farms and Villages to quit their Ha- 
bitations and take with them every thing that 
was moveable; the reſt he entirely deſtroy- 
ed, that the Enemy, on their Arrival, might 
have nothing to ſubſiſt on. The Women 
and Children, and ſuch as Infirmities and 


old Age had rendered uſeleſs, were ſent 


into fortified Places in the remoteſt Parts of 
the Kingdom; or into the Venetian or other 
neighbouring Chriſtian Dominions, where 
they remained till the Danger was over. This 
however neceſſary, was very grievous to the 
Epirots. It was a moving Scene to ſee 
aged Parents taking Leave of their Children 
and affectionate Wives of their Husbands, 
almoſt deſpairing ever to ſee them again: fo 
terrible were their Apprehenfions of the 
Sultan's Power. They had now long enjoy- 
ed, under their indulgent and fortunate King, 
Liberty, Safety and Proſperity: he indeed 

had perperual Wars, but Wars more ad- 
vantageous to his People than Peace itſelf. 


All theſe Bleſſings they thougbt muſt now 


be loſt: Some perhaps feared for hemſelves; 
— but 
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but all trembled for their King and Coun- 
try. Scanderbeg alone was himſelf on this 
Occaſion : he laboured for their Preſerya- 
tion without partaking of their Fears; he 
ordered the Fortifications of Croia to be re- 
paired and improved; and ſending thence 
all who might be uſeleſs or burdenſome, he 
ſupplied it with Proviſions and Ammunition 
for twelve Months, added 1300 Men to the 
Inhabitants for its Defence, and appointed 
Uranaconties, Governor, a Man every way 
equal to ſo important a Truſt. Of all that 
were able to bear Arms he chofe onl 
10,000 Men, with which ſmall Army he 
remained in the open Country and ſent the 
reſt to defend the Cities, and other defenſea- 
ble Places in his Dominions. Amurath, .who 
travelled ſlow by Reaſon of his great Age; 
ſent 40000 light Horſe before him to beſiege 
Setigr ade on the Borders of Macedon, the 
| ſecond City ſor Strength in Epirus; whilft 
he himſelf followed with the Bulk of 
his Army. The Turks were no ſooner en- 
camped before that City, but Scanderbeg cut 
off -20900 of them, to give them a Taſte of 
what Entertainment they were to expect in 
Epirus. A few Days after Amurath arrived 
and heſieged the City with his whole Force, 
buc with no Appearance of Succeſs, being 
repulſed with great Loſs in all his Attacks. 
At length a Villain poiſoned the Fountain 
which ſupplied the whole City with Water, 
which obliged the Garriſon to ſurrender. 
700 Amurath 
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Amurath, as he promiſed, bountifully re- 
warded the Traytor, but had him ſecretly 
made away with ſoon after. 

The Sultan, having once more recruite 

his Army. —— the Siege of Croid; 
not doubting but that the Reduction of the 
Capital would be followed by the Submiſſion 
of the whole Kingdom. Croia is ſituated on 
an Aſcent in the Plain of Tyranna, and in 
two Places only acceſſible, being every 
where elſe defended by impregnable Rocks. 
The numerous Troops of Amuruth not only 
blocked up the City but cover'd the Plains 
to the Mountains of Tumene/tra , - where 
Scanderbeg lay with: his Forces to obſerve 
the Enemy. The Sultan, Wwho knew his 
Vigilance, firſt took Care to fortify his own 
Camp and then ſummoned the City: but re- 
ceiving a reſolute Anſwer from the Gover- 
nor he mounted his Cannon and battered 
the Walls with ſuch Fury, that a Breach 
was ſoon made. Incouraged by this Succeſs 
he commanded his Troops to an Aſſault, 
but was forced, after the Loſs of 8900; la- 
niſſaries, to retreat with Shame and Confu- 
ſion to oppole Scanderbeg; who had enter'd 
the Trenches, fired the Camp in ſeveral 
Places, and with dreadful Havock and 
Confuſion drove all before him. The old 
Sultan, being deeply affected with the Di- 
{trations of his People, gave himſelt up a 
Prey to Melancholy. The whole Army 
| 1 was 
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was diſpirited : the Council and Officers, 


"mote-anxious for their Maſter's Life than 


the Succeſs of the War, neglected every 
thing but the Care of his Perſon. His Son 
Mahomet only, who gave early Proofs of his 
ſavage Diſpoſition, drove the unwilling Sol- 
diers to che Breach, where they were ſlaugh- 
tered on Heaps without gaining the leaſt 


Advantage, and many received their Death 


from the Hand of that cruel Prince for fly- 
ing to avoid it.  Scanderbeg, who never 
ilept above two Hours at a time during this 
Siege, and even then armed, with his Horſe 
and Weapons by him; gave the Turks no 
Reſt Night or Day, but by aſſaulting them 
ſometimes in one Place and ſometimes in 
another, kept them in perpetual Fear. Ma- 
homet burning with Rage left the Trenches 


with a great Number of Troops, reſolving 


at all Events to aſcend the Mountains and 
ingage his Enemy there. Scanderbeg, who 
never failed of the beſt Intelligence, being 
informed of this, left 50 Men with an 
able Officer to guard the Paſſage, which 
they did fo effectually that Mabomet ſpent 
a great deal of Time and loft Abundance 
of Men to no Purpoſe. Scanderbeg in the 
mean while with 8000 Men march'd round 
to the oppoſite Side of the Turbiſb Camp, 
where he was leaſt expected, and forcing 
theirTrenches made ſuch terribleSlaughter of 
the Enemy that their former Loſſes ſeemed 
nothing in Compariſon to this. Mabomet, who 
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had no Reaſon to boaſt of his Succeſs, hear- 
ing this returned with his Troops to oppoſe 
 Scanderbeg and ſave the reſt of the Camp, 
being purſued by the 500 Epirots to his 


very Entrance into the "Trenches; which 


Scanderbeg then quitted, having prevented 
Mahomet's Deſign, deſtroyed a vaſt Num- 
ber of his Enemies and plundered their 
Camp without the Loſs of one ſingle Man 
on his own Side. The leaſt Allarm, or 
even the Name of Scanderbeg, which the 
Epirots frequently made uſe of in their 


Attacks to terrify their Enemies, was now 


lufficient to ſtrike a Pannick through the 
Ottoman Army and put the whole Camp 
into Confuſion. Inſtead of battering the 
City, they placed their Cannon on the Lines | 


that encompaſſed their Camp to defend 


themſelves; but this availed them little, for 
Scanderbeg continued to infeſt and deſtroy 
them almoſt at his Pleaſure. To add to 
their Misfortunes their Proviſions began to 
fail them. To remedy this Evil, Amurath 
ſent to Deſia, a City of the Venetians ; 
where for his Money his Agents were fur 
niſhed with a great Quantity of Proviſions; 


but Scanderbeg intercepted the Convoy and 


ſent it all to his own Camp, leaving the 
Sultan to ſupply himſelf from his on Do- 


minions, or where elſe he could. Amu- 


rath, to leave no Means unattempted to 


make himſelf Maſter of Croia, ordered it 


"©. - 


## 


(39) 
to be undermined ; but the Rock on which 
the City was founded, could not be ſuffici- 
ently penetrated. He then tried to cor- 
rupt the Governor, or raiſe a Mutiny in 
the City by the Force of his Bribes; but 
being diſoppointed in both, he was pre vail- 
ed on to offer Peace, deſiring only a ſmall 
yearly Tribute to ſave his Honour: but 
Scanderbeg abſolutely refuſing, be aban- 
doned himſelf to Defpair, tore his white 
Beard and curſed his Deſtiny, that had re- 
ſerved him to this Shame in his old Age. 
He would ſometimes boaſt of his former 
Glory, und count over the Battles he bad 
fought and the Victories he had gained, and 
ſo aggravate his preſent Miſeries by the 
Memory of his paſt Triumphs. Finding 
himſelf near his End he ſent for his Son 
and the chief Officers of his Army, to whom 
he complained bitterly and with many Tears 
of his hard Fortune in being compelled to 
reſign his Breath in an obſcure Country and 
in the Sight of his Enemy; and turning 
towards his Son, intreated him to revenge 
his Death. After which being ſpeechleſs he 
ſtruggled for ſome Time in extream Agonies 
and o expired. The Sultan's Fate determi- 
ned the Siege of Croia. Mabomet with his 
broken and dejected Troops took the ſhort- 
eſt Way out of Epirus; but being cloſely 

purſued by Scanderbeg, who treated them 
after his uſual Manner, that miſerable Army 
was 
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was much more reduced before they enterd 
their new Maſter's Dominions. What 
Thankſgiving to the Giver of Victory, what 
Praiſes of their King's Wiſdom and Magna+ 
nimity,. what mutual Congratulations on their 
Deliverance fill'd the Mouths and Hearts of 
the Epirots on this Occaſion we need not de- 
ſcribe: the Thoughts of every Reader, who 
knows the Value of Liberty, will more than 
ſupply that Omiſſion. 


Scanderbeg, now at Leiſure, to the 

Joy of his Subjects, married the Daughter of 
Aranthes Conino, Prince of Durazzo; a Lady 
of incomparable Beauty and adorned with 
ev'ry potlible Virtue in it's higheſt Perfection. 
After which, accompanied with his fair 
Queen, he viſited every Part of his King- 
dom to comfort and glad the Hearts of his 
People; whoſe Delight he juſtly was, after 
their Afflictions. In his Progreſs he admini- 
ſter'd Juſtice with Mercy; and indeed fo pru- 
dent was his Government at all Times, that 


during his whole Reign, except when the 


Turks infeſted Country, Perſons loaded with 
Gold might have travelled from one End of 
Epirus to the other without being moleſted. 
He was ſo far from oppreſſing his Subjects, 
that it became a Proverb amongſt che neighh- 
bouring Princes, That the Turks Dominion: 
are Scanderbeg's Revenues, 


Mahomet- 
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Mabomet, who ſucceeded his Father prov- 
ed a very victorious but a very impious 
Prince. His Mother, the Daughter of the 
Deſpar of Servia, was a Chriſtian ; And it 
was thought by ſome that he would be a 
Favourer of that Religion, but he deceived 
their Expectations and profeſs'd Mahometa- 
ni/m, but was ſecretly a Contemner of both. 
Ambition was his God and his Practice was 
ſuitable to his Faith. He conquered the 
two Empires of Con/tantinople and Trapezond, 
twelve Kingdoms, and Five hundred Cities 
and was therefore called, Mahomet the Great. 
And yet this mighty Conqueror, during the 
Life of Scanderbeg, could never ſubdue E- 
Pirus, nor any Part of it, nor ever keep the 
City of Sfetigrade, which was recovered 
from the Turks ſoon after the Death of 
Amurath. Not that he was wanting in his 
Endeavours ; he had nothing more at Heart: 
All his Acquiſitions coſt him leſs perhaps 
than his unſucceſsful Attempts upon this little 
Kingdom. After he was eſtabliſhed in his 
Throne he had almoſt continual Wars with 
Scanderbeg: He tried Flattery as well as 
Force, and invited that Prince to his Court 
under Pretence of Love and Admiration of 
his Perſon and Courage, and a Defire to fee 
him and renew their former Acquaintance. 
He twice invaded Epirus in Perfon, each 
time with 200000 Men; but was both 

times 
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times forced to return with infinite Shame 


and Loſs. Nay he deſcended to the meaneſt 
and worſt of Villanies ; he hired two Tray-. 


tors to aſſaſſinate Scanderbeg, who, to the 


eternal Infamy of their Abettors, were diſ- 5 
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covered and juſtly puniſhed. wh 


If any thing can be more wonderful than 


the Actions of this great Man's Life, it is 
that he ſhould be preſerved, amidſt ſo many 
Dangers to which his own Courage and the 
Malice of his Enemies continually expoſed 
him, to die in Peace. Being with his Wife 
and Son at Ly//a, he was attacked with a 


violent Fever; and apprehending it to be 


mortal he recommended to the Princes his 


Confidents, and the Venetian Ambaſſador, 


Unanimity and the Care of his Son, who - 


was then in his Minority and to whom he 


gave much excellent Advice : But above 
all Things charged him, if he ſhould live 


to undertake the Government of his King- To 


dom, ſo to rule as to be rather beloved than 
feared by his Subjects: whoſe Fidelity to 
himſelf he praiſed and for whom he ex- 
preſſed the greateſt Affection. While Scan- 


derbeg was thus ſetting his Houſe in Order 


and preparing for Death with the Piety of a 
Chriffian, 5 

News was brought him that the Turks had 
entered the Dominions of the Yenetians. 
Upon which, dying as F was, he roſe and 


the Reſolution of a Hero; 


called 
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called for his Armour - but the Strength of 


his Body not anſwering the Vigor of his 
Mind, he fainted and was by his weeping 


Attendance carried again to his Bed. Re- 


covering his Speech he bid his Officers ha- 
ſten to the Aſliſtance of his Friends and tell 


the Turks, that © he was detained fer the 
« preſent at Ly/a, but that he would be 


c yith them to Morrow. Theſe Words of 


Sranderbeg, ſpoken in his Weakneſs before 
he had recovered the 1 Uſe of his 
Reaſon, being reported by his Officers, 
reached the 7 ur ib Camp that Evening, 
and filled it with ſuch Terror that expecting 
every Moment to be attacked the whole 
Army remained all Night under Arms, and 
at the Approach of the Day quitted their 


Station arid fled, as if Scanderbeg had been 


indeed at their Heels, to the Mountains of 
Scutaria, where the greater Part of them 
miſerably periſhed. While the Turbs were 
flying when none purſued, | with fervent 
Devotion and perfect Reſignation to the 
Divine Pleaſure Scanderbeg died. His af- 
flicted Kingdom and Chriſtian Confederates 
ſuſtained this irreparable Loſs on the 17th 
of Jannary 1467, in the 63d Year of his 
Age. He was intetred with great Magnifi- 
cence in the Cathedral Church of Sr. Micho- 
Jas at Lyſſa; This City about nine Years 
after was taken by the Turks; who, though 
they hated him living, with — 
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took up his Bones; which with great Con- 
tention (every one ſtriving for a Part tho? 
ever ſo ſmall) they divided amongſt them; 
and after every one had ſet his Portion in 
Silver or Gold, and adorned it with Jewels 
according to his Fancy or Ability, they ſu- 
perſtitiouſly wore them as ſacred Charms or 
Amulets againſt Cowardice and ill For- 
OI: e eee 
Scanderbeg was of a fair Complection; 
his Features regular, and his Countenance 
manly and majeſtick. In ſhort, his Face 
was perfectly handſome without the leaſt 
unbecoming Softneſs. His Stature was high, 
hisLimbs proportionably large and exquiſite- 
ly well made. His Conſtitution naturally 
good, was ſo improved by Temperance and 
Exerciſe that he could bear the extreameſt 
Viciſſitudes of Heat and Cold and the .great- 
eſt Labour without any apparent Inconvenis 
ency. His Strength was wonderful; of 
which we have in. ſeveral Authors many 
ſurprizing Inſtances : as his cutting two Men 
aſunder with a ſingle Stroke of his Simitar ; 
his cleaving a Man at one Blow from Head 
to Chine; his cutting through Head Pieces 
of Iron; his killing a wild Boar at one 
Stroke, and cutting off the Head of a wild 
and fierce Buffalo at anothar, Sc. Mabo- 
met the Great, hearing of theſe aud other 
Inſtances of the like Nature, defired to fee 
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Scanderbeg's Simitar, imagining there muſt 
be ſomething extraordinary in it ; but finding 
it like others he complain'd that Scanderbeg 
had deceived him, who had ſent him Word, 
that he was ready at any Time to con- 
te vince him of the Goodneſs of his Weapon, 
* but then it muſt be in his own Hand, 

which he cou'd not yet ſpare from the De- 

, fence of himſelf and his Country. 


The Excellency of his Mind, his ſurprizing 
Genius and exalted Virtue, are fo vifible not 
only in the whole Courſe but almoſt ev'ry 
Action of his Life, that it is only Repetition 
fo ſay he was pious, wiſe, liberal, juſt and 
mercifull, cut, os 85 offended and 
eaſily appeaſed. Of his forgiving Temper 
ante A Kinſman of his, wks 
had baſely berray'd his Councels and joined 
with his Enemies the Turks, after ſome 
Time returned; and with a Halter about his 
Neck threw himſelf at his Feet: Scanderbeg 
not only raiſed him from the Ground and 
embraced him with great Tenderneſs, but 
immediately reſtored him to. his former Com- 
mand and Share in his confidence and Favour. 
That np gs no was perfect in his Youth 
without the Help of Experience, witneſs his 
Conduct under Amurath and his artfull Reco- 
1 90 very of his nati ve Dominions: and that Time 
did not in the leaſt abate the Ardor of his 
Courage we have the ſtrongeſt Proof from 
5 his 
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his Behaviour, when in the Article of Death! 
It is aſſerted from the undoubted Evidence of 
thoſe who ſerved under him; that in his 


Wars with the Turks he killed above three 


Thouſand of them with his own Hands, and 
that his Troops were never defeated in an 

Battle in which he was preſent. He did not 
uſe to ſay to his Soldiers, Gs on, but Follow 
me. In Battle he exerted himſelf with fuch 
Violence, that the Blood has been ſeen to 

burſt from his Month and other Parts of his 
Face. He was never known to retreat from 
a ſingle Adverſary but once; and that in the 
following manner. Scanderbeg giving ſome 
Orders to his Army, a private Soldier, with 
more Petulance perhaps than Malice, con- 
tradicted him; which he ſo reſented as to 
draw his Sabre; upon which the Fellow rode 
away as faſt as he could and Scanderbeg after 


him, till they came to the Brink of a River; 


when the Soldier turn'd about and drawing 
his Sabre told Scanderbeg that he was for- 
ry to oppoſe his Prince, but Nature bid 


him defend his Life:“ This re ſpectfull but 


reſolute Behaviour ſo charm'd Scanderbeg that 


he retired and told the Soldier, © he had 


* much rather have ſich a Man for his 
Friend than Enemy,” and returning with 
him to the Camp immediately advanced and 
eſteem'd him ever after. Proſperity never 
made him vain, nor Adverſity dejected: He 
had learn'd both how to want and how to a- 

bound. 


bound. He had no Ambition, no Avarice, 
no luxurious Appetite to gratifie : He fought 
not for Power but Liberty; he ſpoiled his 
Enemies to humble them, and to ſubſiſt his 
own People, not to enrich himſelf. When 
his Affairs wou'd permit he kept a ſumptuous 
Table for his Officers and Friends; but he 
himſelf eat but once a Day, and that but 
ſparingly. He never ſlept more than five 
Hours in the twenty-four,and inTimes of Dan- 
ger wou'd fatisfy himſelf with two. His Sol- 
diers were richly habited but their King ge- 
nerally very plain, but upon proper Occaſi- 
ons he wou d appear dreſt and attended with 
the utmoſt Magnificence. 1 
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PROLOGUE ſpoken by Mr. Cibber: 


ACRED to Virtue, Liberty and Truth, 

The Muſes bloom in everlaſting Youth. 
Preſsd, like the Palm, they riſe beneath their Weight, 
And ſoar above the Reach of Time, or Fate. | 
When Braſs, er Marble, faithleſ5 to their Truff, 
No longer bear the Name, nor guard the Duft 
Of Kings, or Heroes, to their Charge F e 
But yield to Age, and leave no Track behind ; 
The Poet's Pen, with never dying Lays, 
Preſerves their Fame and celebrates their Praiſe. 
Let Artful Maro, cr bold Lucan fell, 

Hew regal Troy, or Rome, mere awfull, fell; 

Nations deſtreyd revive, left Empires fhine, 
And Freedem glows in each immortal Line. 
In vain would Fud ion, War, or lawleſs Power, 
Which marr the Patriot's Scheme, his Fame detour ; 
When Bards, ty their Superiour Force, can [ave 
From dark Oblivicn and defeat the Grave. 


Say, Britons, muſt this Art fer/ake your Iſle, 
And leave to vagrant Apes her native Soil? 
Muft $ he, the deareft Friend that Freedom knows, 
Drie/n from her Seat, ſeek Refuge with her Foes ? 
Forbid ſo great à Shame, and ſave the Age 
From ſucb Repreach, Yeu Patrons of the Stage. 


Since well we knew, there's nct a Theme ſo dear 
As wirtuous Freedom, to a Britiſh Ear; | 
T' indulge ſo juft a Taſte, to Night we ſing 
A Pious Hero, and @ Patriot King ; 

By Nature form'd, by Providence defien'd 

To /courge Ambiticn, and to right Mankind : 
Such Caſtriot was. O might it but appear, 

That he retains tbe leaff' Reſemblance bere— 
Shculd but the ſmalleſt Portion of that Fire, 
Which fillid his ample Breaſt, our Scenes inſpire : 
The abjed Slave, to his Reproach, ſhall ſee, 

That ſuch as dare deſerve it, may be free: 


And conſcious Tyranny WA with Shame, n Id 8 
5 | 


That blind Ambition wanders from her Aim ; 
Hhile Virtue leads ber Votaries to Fame. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Amurath. Mr. Quin. 
Mabomet. Mr. W. Mills. 
Helena. Mrs. Thurmond. 
Ofmpn. Mr. Berry. 
Kier Ara. Mr. Hewit. 
Cleora. | Mrs. Pritchard. 

CHRISTIANS. 
Scanderbeg. Mr. Milward. 
Aranthes. Mr. Mills. 
Althea. Mrs. Butler. 
Amaſie. Mr. Cibber. 
Paulinus. Mr. #infton. 


G uards, Mutes, Eunuchs and Attendants. 


SCENE. The Plain and Mountains near Croia, the 
| Metropolis of Albania. 
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The Sixth Genuine Edition of 
The I ondon Merchant: Or, The Hiſtory of George 1 As 
it is acted at the Theatre Royal i in Drury Lane. yy fer with a beau- 


tiful new Frontiſpiece taken from a Scene never beide — By 
Mr. Lillo. | 


The Life and Character of PEE OY Inſcribed to the Spectators 
of the Chriſtian Hero, Price 6 d. | 
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ACT I. SCENE E 


A Royal Pavilion. Hellena on 4 Sofa in 4 Mes 
Janchety Poſture. Cleora attending near ber. 
Eunuchs, Mutes, Si ingers and Dancers. 


8 O. NG. 

The Regent of Night with ber Beams 
Had chequer'd each Valley and Grove, 
And cl with her Influence the Streams, 
M ben Fatima, pining for Love; 

To the Ocean, Deſpair for her Guide, 
Repaired for Relief from ber Pain; 

Where plunging, receive me, ſhe cried, 

N I'm fair, young and royal in Vain. 


* 


7 


Hellena riſes and comes forward. 
Hel D 


10 more, Cleora ! [ accept thy Love, 
But thy officious Kindneſs is in vain. 
It is not Mufick, nor the ſprightly 


1 

a 1 (Dance, 

By The Harmony of Moch or of 
(Sound, 

5 That e can 9 my Grief. 


Cle. Let all retire. (Exeunt Eunuchs, &c. 
How long, my Royal Miſtrek! will you ſootrh 
- This. 
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10 The Cbriſtian H E R O: 


This ſecret, pining Grief? How long averſe 


To ev'ry Dawn of Joy, thus ſeek Retirement; 
And ſhun the gay Delights, the Pomp and Power, 
That ever wait the Daughter of our Sultan, 
And firſt of Womankind ? 

Hel. How long ſhall Love 


And 1 Deſpair, like ling'ring Fevers, 


Feed on the Springs of Life, and drink my Blood? 
How long ſhall Amurath, my awful Father, 
Tho? preſs'd and overwhelm'd with Diſappointments, 


Provoke the Malice of his adverſe Stars, 


And urge his own Deſtruction; whilſt in vain 
With unrelenting Hatred he purſues, 
Whom Heav'n protects, th'ever victorious Hero 
Of Epirus. 

Cle. Thus do you always talk, | 
Of Love and Death, Deſpair and the Epirot. 
Why will you ever ſtrive to hide the Cauſe, _ 
The cruel Cauſe of all this mighty Anguiſh? 
Believe me, Princeſs ! *tis better to intruſt 
A faithful Slave, than keep the Secret thus 
To rack your Breaſt ; *twill caſe thoſe Paing—— 

Hel. That Death | 
Alone can cure; but yet, my beſt Cleora ! 
Such is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs and Love, 
I can deny thee nought. Yes, thou ſhalt know 
All thou deſir'ſt, and ſhare the very Heart 
Of fad Hellena. You muſt think 1 love. 
What elſe cou'd make thy Princeſs far more wretched 
Than the meaneſt Slave, and who but Caſtriat 
Cou'd merit ſo ſublime a Flame as mine? 


Cle. is as I fear'd: She's loſt beyond Redemption.(A/ids. 


Hel. A Royal Hoſtage to my Father's Court 
When young he came, who loved him as a Son; 
F as a Brother; ſo I fondly thought, 
Nor found my Error, till the fatal Flame, 
That now confumes me, cheriſh'd by my Weakneſs, 
Was grown too great, too fierce to be controll'd. 
O matchleſs Prince! who can diſplay thy Worth? 


F 


Thou 
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Y 
m—_ Fw. 


Nu 


In Courts more ſoft, more lovely, more attractive 
Than thoſe fair Youths who with eternal Bloom 


Excelling in Magnificence the Princes 
Of th' Eaſt, yet temperate and ſelf-denying 


rn 11 
Thou Favourite of Heav'n, and firſt of Men; 


Injoy the fragrant Manſions of the Bleſt; 

In Council wiſer than a whole Divan; 

In Anger awful; and in War as fierce 

As thoſe bright Miniſters, whom Heav'n ſends forth 
To puniſh the preſuming Sons of Men; 

In Juſtice th' Image of that Sacred Power, : 
Whom he ſtil] ſerves with moſt unfeign'd Devotion; 
Like him in Mercy too, in Bounty like him; 


As a Derviſe. Who know, and Love thee not, 


Avo their Malice and Contempt of Virtue, 


Cle. Think, Princeſs! think what 'tis you fay; of whom 
It is you ſpeak. Can he, that cruel Chriſtian, 
That Enemy Cour Prophet and your Father, 
Deſerve ſuch Praiſe from You? 

Hel. Unjuſt Cleora! 
To call him cruel But thou knowꝰ'ſt him not; 
Or ſure thy gentle Nature wou'd abhor 
To wrong him thus. And wherefore doſt thou urge 
His diff*rent Faith to me? Love buſies not 
Himſelf with reconciling Creeds, nor heeds 
The Jarrings of contentious Prieſts: from Courts 
To Shades, from Shades to Courts he flies 
To conquer Hearts, and overthrow Diſtinction, 
Treating alike the Monarch and the Slave; 
But ſhuns the noiſy School, and leaves the Race 
Of proud, litigious Men to their own Folly ; 
Who wiſe in Words alone, conſume their Da 
In fierce Debate, nor know the End of Life. 

Cle. Now I no longer wonder you contemn'd 
Amaſie and his Flame, 8 

Hel. O Name him not, = 
The moſt deteſted Traytor; who, tho? next 
In Blood, and late the deareſt Friend of his | 

B 2 | Indulgent 
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Indulgent Prince, without a Cauſe renounc'd 
His Faith, his Country and his vow'd Allegiance. 
Cle. Say not without a Cauſe, his Love to JOU —.— 
Hel. Inſolent Slave! Ambitious, bloody Tray tor! 
To claim my Love for Cruelty and Fraud! 
- Muſt I have been a Recompenſe for Murther ! 
For Regicide, the Murther of his King ! 
But his Defeat has freed me from that Danger: 
My Father now retracts his former Promiſe, 
And treats him with Averſion and Contempt. 
Cle. May Treaſon ever meet the like Reward. 
But ſee the Man we ſpeak of comes this Way. 
Hel, I wou'd avoid him, do thou hear his Meſſage z 
His Name is hateful, but whene'er I ſee him, 
My Blood runs back, my Sinews all relax, 
And Lite itſelf ſeems ready to forſake me. 


Enter Amaſie. 


Cle. What wou'd you Prince? 

Ama. I am inform'd the Sultan 
Paſt this way, and came in Hopes to have found him 
With the Princeſs. 

Cle. Your Hopes deceiv'd you Sir, 

Ama. 1 I not ſee 
The Princeſs ? 

Cle. No, 

Ama. I bring her — "wa 
Cle. Nor Happineſs, nor Truth can come from Thee; ; 
For ev'ry Word, and ev*'ry Thought of thine 
Are full of deep Deceit, and threaten Miſchief. 

[Ext Cleora, 


Amaſie alone. 


Seen and avoided rated by her Slave 

Suſpected by the Sultan !—Scorn'd by all 1 

Is this the Gratitude of Turki/þ See ? 

This my Reward for Heav'n and Honour loſt ? . 
Sou 


Exit Hellena. 
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Soul poiſoning Envy, eldeſt Born of Hell, 
Thou Sin of Devils, and their Torment too, 


To what Contempt, what Mis'ry haſt thou brought Me? 
Ill- tim'd Reflection II ſhall ſtill ſucceed=—— - 


Love and Ambition, Hatred and Revenge 


There's not a Wiſh my reſtleſs Soul has form'd, 
But ſhall be quickly crown*d-- Then whence this Angaiſh? 
Sure *cis much harder to attain Perfection 
In Ill, than to be truly Good. The Sultan 


Enter Amurath and Viſier. 


Am. Away; my Fame is loſt; my Laurels won 
With Pain and Toil and water'd with my Blood, 
That well I hop'd wou'd flouriſh o'er my Grave 


When I that” planted them ſhou'd be but Duſt, | 


Are wither'd all. O! wherefore did I tempt, 
In the declining Winter of my Age, 
The Vigour ofa youthful RebePs Arms? 
Whoſe curſt Succeſs, gainſt ſuch prodigious odds, 
Makes Credibility doubt what ſhe ſees, | 
And Truth appear like Falſehood, | 
Ama. Mighty Sultan! 
Am. What woud'ſt thou, Slave! 
Thou Renegade, thou Spy ! | 
Hence from my Sight: avant, perfidious Traytor, 
Viſ. My ever gracious Lord, you wrong the Prince 
None can be more devoted to your Service. 

An. *Tis falſe, Did he not lead my Spahies forth 
Wich Hate profeſt, and Boaſts of ſure Revenge 
On Scanderbeg ; then leave my gallant Troops 
To ſwell the Triumph, and to glut the Rage 


Of that damn'd, damn'd Deftroyer of the Faithfull. 


Viſ. O righteous Heav'n! when will thy Judgments 


[ ceaſe? 
For Six revolving Moons have we in vain | 
Beſieg'd yon City, proud, imperious Croia; 
Wich Famine, Peſtilence, and Scanderbeg 
More terrible than both, like threat' ning Meteors, 
Hov'ring o'er our Heads, Our Strenghts conſum'd: 


By 
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By painful Watchings and inceſſant Toils 


Do not our Numbers ev'ry Hour decreaſe ? 
Are we not all devoted to Deſtruction? 
T hoſe that eſcape the Plague, of Hunger die 
Or ſav'd from Famine, periſh by the Sword. 
Yet to behold you thus, burning with Rage, 
And tortur'd by Deſpair, afflicts us worſe FT. 
Than all our other Griefs. Why will you till refuſ- 
The only Help yout preſent State admits, 
That Sov'reign Balm for Minds like yours diſeas'd, 
And cure for ev'ry III All healing Patience. 
Am. Name Patience again while th* Epirot lives 
And lives victorious, and thou art thyſelf 
A baſe, inſulting Traytor. Hear me, Allah, 
If thou art ought beſide an empty Name, 
If thou doſt ſtill exiſt, as Prieſts affirm, 
Decree our Fate, and govern all below, 
Behold, and ai] a Cauſe ſo much your own. 
To Slaves, to Subjects and to Prieſts give Patience, 
But if it be within your Power to grant i. 
Ought that is worthy of a Monarch's Prayer, 
Give me Revenge, or I'll renounce thy Worſhip.(Shouts. 
Ha ! whence thoſe loud, thoſe joyful Acclamations, 
Ama. But that it pleas'd my Lord to ſtrike me dumb, 
J had ere this inform'd him of the Cauſe. 
Juſt Heav'n, at length indulgent to your Wiſhes, 
Has bleſt you with the power to end our Woes, 
Or wreck your Vengeance on the Man you hate. 
Am. Ha | what ſay*ſt thou? take heed thou trifleſt not: 
A ſecond Time thou'ſt rais?d my Expectation; 
If thou deceiv*lt it now, as at the firſt, 
Death is the lighteſt Ill thou haſt to fear: 
But if, beyond my Hopes, thou tell'ſt me Truth, 
Thou ſhalt no longer droop beneath our Frown, 
(Your Service lighted, and your Love deſpis'dz) 
Our former laviſh Grant ſhall be renew'd, | 
And my Hellena, be thy rich Reward. 
Ama. ( Kneeling) Bounty immenſe ! thus Le. 
Am, Rile, and proceed ; 
| | Make 
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Make it appear that Vengeance may be had; 


Let it be merely poſſible, O Allah! 

I ask no more, and leave the reſt to me. 
Ama. Ever Invincible, youre not to learn 

That Aranthes, Prince of Durazzo, who derives 

His high Deſcent from Charlemain, that moſt 

Illuſtrious Frank, Santon and King; has long 

Approv'd himſelf aſpiring Caſtriot's Friend, 

And firm Ally. His Wiſdom, Wealth and Power 

May well indear him to that haughty Rebel ; 

But yet a Tie much ſtronger binds their Friendſhip : 

The Fair Althea, Daughter to Aranthes, 

Beholds the youthful] Conqueror her Slave: 

Nor are his ardent Vows prefer'd in vain 

With conſcious Virtue, join'd with true Affection, 

With Majeſty and Mildneſs ſweetly temper'd, 

The charming Maid (for all who fee her muſt 


Confeſs her Charms,) returns his conſtant Flame. 
This Friend and Miſtreſs, the Partner and hoped 
Rewardof all his Toils, are in your Power. 


Am. Prophet, thou'rt juſt; where are his Conqueſts now? 
Anguiſh has left my Soul to live in his. 
Perhaps ere this the News has reach'd his Ears. 

His promis'd Joys are come to ſwell my Heart; 
I have *em all, but doubled by his Pain. 


| Haſte and inform us by what means, Amaſie, 


Theſe precious Pledges came into our Hands. | 
Ama. This Morning from Durrazzo they ſet forth, 

Slightly attended for the Chriſtian Camp, _ 

Fearing no Danger; for they knew your Arm 

Had been for Months immur*'d within theſe Plains; 


The Neighb'ring Mountains being all poſſeſt 


By their rebellious Minion's conquering Troops. 
Ot this inform'd, not daring to approach 

Your facred Preſence, I inform'd your Son, 
Your Empire's ſecond Hope, the brave Prince Mabomet. 
Strait with two thouſand Horſe guided by Me, 

Who, as a Native here, beſt new the Route 

The little Troop muſt take; he left the Trenches: 


The 
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The Foe was quickly found; tho' few in Number 
They yet reſiſted long, and dearly fold 


Their Liberty or Lives: Arantbes laſt 


Yielded himſelf and Daughter to our Power. (SG 


Enter Mahomet, Aranthes, Althea, Lords and 
| Ladies in Chains. 


Ma. Long live great Amuzath, my Royal Father; 
O may his Days for Ages yet Toll on, 
And ey'ry Day encreaſe his Fame like this! 
Am. Riſe to my Arms; thou bring'ſt me 2 and 
ame; 
And what my Sou] much more deſir d, EL 
When from the Womb they brought thee to theſe Arms, 
The firſt dear Fruit of my Maria's Love 
And Heir to all my Kingdoms; ev'n then 
I claps'd thee with leſs Joy, than at this Moment. 
But let us view the Captives thou has brought. 
Now by our Prophet's Head, a noble Troop ; 
A fairer Purchaſe never grac'd my Arms. 
This muſt be Aranthes, and this his Daughter. 
They ſeem to ſcorn their Fortune : Conſcious Majeſty 
Frowns on his Brow, and Beauty ſmiles on hers. 
Proud Chriſtian, now where is your Propher's Power? 
Ar. Where it was ever, Sultan ;--in himſelf, 
Am. It it be ſuch as vainly you ſuppoſe, 
Why art thou fallen thus beneath my Power ? 
Whoſe Eyes ne'er pitied, and whoſe Hand ne'er ſpar'd 
The Follow'rs of his Sect. 
Ar. Prefumptuous Man! 
Shall finite Knowledge tax eternal Wiſdom ? 
Or ſhameleſs Guilt dare, with invidious Eyes, 
To ſearch for Spots in Purity itſelſ, 
And call impartial Juſtice to Account ? 
Impious- and vain ! It is enough we know 
Such 1s his Will, who orders all Things right, 
To make ev'n theſe thy Chains, inſulting King, 
Eaſy to us; and well content we bear em. 


As 


In. 
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An. Ill doth it ſuit with your reputed Wiſdom 


Tabet a raſh rebellious Boy. 


Ar. Rebellious ! 
By the heroick Virtue of the Youth, 
And more th'eternal Juſtice of our Cauſe, 
I mult. retort the Charge. Since firſt the Angels 
By their Ambition fel! ; the greateſt Rebels, 
The moſt accurs'd, perfidious and ungrateful, 


Are thoſe, who have abus'd the Sovereign Power. 
Why ſhines the Sun, why do the Seaſons change, 


The teeming Earth laviſh her yearly Store, 
And all to bleſs the Sons of Men in vain ? 


Omis it not that Tyranny prevails 


And the true End of Government is loft ; 

That thoſe, who ſhou'd defend each in his Right, 

Betray their Truſt, and ſeize upon the Whole. 

This, this is to rebel againſt that Power, 

By which Kings reign, and turn the Arms of Heaven 

Againſt itſelf. Then take the Rebel back, 

A virtuous Prince, the Patron of Mankind, 

With juſt Contempt may hear a lawleſs Tyrant 

Arraign that Conduct, which condemns his own, 
Am. Tis hard to ſay whether thy Inſolence, 

Who tho' in Chains, dar'ſt brave me to my Face, 

Or the unprincely Meanneſs of thy Soul, 

Who wou'd by Law reſtrain the Wil of Kings, 

Amaze me moſt, Let Scanderbeg and You, 

Like Fools contend, and ſhed your Blood in vain, 

While Subjects reap the Harveſt of your Toll 


_ Oercome, that you may live the Slave of Slaves 


fight to reign, and conquer for myſelf. 
Ar. A gen'rous Slave wou'd ſcorn the MI 
What ſhou'd a King do then? 
Am, Think like a King, 


Whoſe Glory is his Power. 


Ar, Of doing Good. 
Am. Of doing what he will; the other's none. 


Ar. Has Heay'n no Power becauſe it doth no Ill? 
C — 
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Am. Were theſe the Thoughts of other Chriftian 
Princes, 
Wou' d they ſtand neuter, and unmov'd behold 
Th' Epirot und thyſelf ſuſtain this War ; 
Nor lend you their Aſſiſtance ? 
Ar. Foul Diſhonour! 
O everlaſting Shame! Wou'd they unite, 
Afflicted Europe wou'd no longer groan 
Beneath your Yoke and mourn her Freedom loſt ; 
Nor Verna's nor Bajilia's fatal Fields 
Smoke with the Blood of Chriſtians unreveng'd : 
But to the Scandal of our Holy Faith, 
Some ſuch there are, who owe their very Lives, 
T heir Peace and Safety to the Blood of others, 
Yet think themſelves born for themſelves alone. 
Am. Tis time to quit a Cauſe fo ill ſupported ; 
And your Misfortunes may inform your Friend, 
What ſure Deſtruction waits the deſp” rate Wretch, 
That tempts his Wrath, who rules o'er half Mankind, 
And ſtrikes the reſt with Terror at his Name. 
Ar. Ceaſe thy vain Boaſts, and by Example en 
The frail uncertain State of human Greatneſs. 
Where are now th! Hyrians, where the Medes; 
The Perſians and their Conquerors, the Greets; 
Or the ſtupendous Power of ancient Rome? 
Has not the Breath of Time blaſted their Pride, 
And Jaid their Glory waſte ? 
Am. I need not boaſt 
Taſſert my Power o'er thee. And yet perhaps 
On Scanderbeg's Submiſſion we may grant 
Your Freedom, and vouchſafe to give him Peace, 
Ar. It by Submiſſion vainly you deſign F 
Diſhonourable Terms, a ſhameful Peace, | 
Give up ſuchThoughts ; thoſe his great Soul muſt ſcorn; 
Nor wou'd we be redeem'd at ſuen a Price: 
Hope not to triumph over him in us. 
Am. Where is the Majeſty that us'd to awe 
My trembling Slaves? Art thou in Love with Death? 


Ar. 
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Ar. No; nor with Life, when purchaſed at th Ex- 


[ pence 

Of others Happineſs, or my own Honour. 

Am. Behold this Maid, this Comfort of thy Age. 
J, as a Father, know what tis to love 
A Child like this I have been deem'd a Man, 
A brave one too The Fair, ſacred to Peace, 
Have never yet been number'd with my Foes : 
Bur if preſumptuouſly thou doſt diſpute 
Thy own and Daughter's Ranſom on my Terms; 


Or teach thy Pupil to oppoſe my Will, 


Renounce me, Heav'n, if like thy bloody Prieſts, 
Thoſe conſecrated Murtherers of thy Sect, 
I caſt not off all Bowels of Compaſſion, 
All Pity, all Remerſe——— Her tender Sex, 
Her Youth, her blooming Beauty ſhall not fave her. 
Away; El hear no more, Prudence may yet 
Inſtruct you to avoid th'impending Ruin. 
Amaſie, we commit him to your Charge. 
Al. O my Father! tho' torn from your Embraces, 
Your Precepts, your Example ſhall be ever 
Preſent with A!rhea; in Doubts my Guide, 
In Troubles my Support. 
Ar. This wounds indeed. 
Tis hard to part and leave her thus expos'd ; 
But Heav'n muſt be obey'd. ( Afide.) Farewell myChildl 
Tho? Reaſon and Religion teach us Patience 
Pain will be felt and Nature have her Courſe. (Ajfide. 
| (Exit Aranthes. 
Am. Mourn not bright Maid; you can have nought 
| Ts [ to fear: 


A Father and a Lover rule your Fate. 
A. I ſee and ſcorn your Arts inſidious King: 
And for your Threats, purſue em when you dare; 
Your Pride to ſee your Cruelty defpis'd, 
Shall give you greater Pain than you inflict, 
And turn your Rage to Shame, O Prince belov'd ! 
O my affianc'd Lord! let not my Danger 
8 C 2 One 
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One Moment ſtop the Progreſs of your Arms: 
I have my Wiſh if dying I may ſhare 
In your Renown, and juſtify your Choice. 
Am. Oſmin, attend the Lady to Hellena. 
| [Exit Amurath, c. 

Viſ. Fair Princeſs, you ſhall know no more Reſtraint 
Than what is common to the Sex with us. 

Al. Lead me to inſtant Death, or let me groan 
Whole Years in Chains diſpoſe me as you pleaſe — 
Tho' my lov'd Sire and Lord no more ! ſee, 

You hope in vain to conquer them in me. 


End of the Firſf A, 
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ACT IL SCENE I 


A Plain the whole Length of the 8 tage. One Side 


lined with Chriſtian the other with Turkiſh 
Soldiers. 


Enter Viſier and Paulinus. 


In be LREADY has the Trumpet's lofty 

> \ LE { Sound 
2 N From A Camp twice eccho'd 

57 = <7 thro” the Plain ; 


5 At the third Summons both the 


[Kings appear. 
May gracious Heav'n, in Pity to Mankind, 


Incline their Breaſts to ſheath the Sword, to ſtop 


The Tide of Blood, and give the World repoſe. 

Paul. What may we not expect from ſuch a Treaty? 
And yet the Caution us'd on either Side 
To guard againſt Surprize, betrays Diſtruſt. 

Viſ. A thouſand Injuries, ſuppos'd or real, 
With keen Reſentment whet each jealous Chief, 
And ſeem to urge Suſpicion, 

Paul. Scipio, 

And the fierce African, whom he ſubdu' a, 
With greater Ardor never ſtrove tattain 
For Rome, or Carthage, univerſal Sway; 


Than your great Sultan to impoſe the Yoke | 
Of 
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Of Arbitrary Power and make Men Slaves; 
Or our brave Prince to guard their Liberties, 
Or break their Chains and purchaſe Freedom for em. 

Viſ. Then their known Zeal for their reſpective Faith 
Muſt yet much farther alienate their Minds. | 

Paul. Tis hardly to be thought a youthful Hero, 
With Victories = Nay will ſtoop to take 
Abject Conditions from a beaten Foe. 

Viſ. Or that an artful Prince will fail t improve 
Ev'ry Advantage to increaſe his Power. 

Paul. Fortune ſtands neuter, and impartial Heaven 
Holds with an equal Hand the trembling Beam : 
Superior Wiſdom, Fortitude, aud Courage 
Muſt turn the Scale. ( Trumpets.) Bur fee their Gini 

Lappear. 
The great Intelligencies that inform | 
The Planetary Worlds, if ſuch there be, 
With all their vaſt Experience might attend 
This Interview, and paſs improv'd away. 


Enter Amurath, Scanderbeg, Mahomet, Aranthes, 
Amaſie, Sc. 


An. Doth it not ſwell thy fond, ambitious Heart? 

Doſt thou not burſt with Pride, vain Boy, to ſee 

The Majeſty of hoary Amuratb, 

Whoſe numerous Years are fewer than his Gonqueſts, 

Reduc'd to Terms, and ſtoop to treat with thee? 
Scan. Wich Gratitude and Wonder I confeſs 

Myſelf th' unworthy Inſtrument of Heaven, 

To ſcourge thy Falſhood, Cruelty and Pride, 

And free a Virtuous People from thy Chains. 

With Pity I behold your fierce Impatience, 

Your Arrogance and Scorn; ev'n while the Hand 

Ol righteous Heaven is heavy on thy Crimes, 

And deals thee forth a Portion of thoſe Woes, 

Which thy relentleſs Heart, with lawleſs Luft 

And ae ſated Avarice of Power, 


Has ſpread oer half the habitable Earth. 


An. 


ſd r 
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Am. And muſt I anſwer to thy bold Impeachment? 
Thou Infidel relaſp'd ! thou very Chriſtian ! 
Without Diſtinction and without a Name 
But what implies thy Guilt. In vain thy Flatt'rers 
Proclaim thee King of Hacedon, Epirus, 
Illyria, Albania and Dalmatia ; 
Gain'd by Surprize, by Treachery and Fraud ; 
What art thou but the more exalted Traytor: > 

Scan. Let abject Minds, the Slaves of mean Ambition, 
Aﬀect vain Titles and external Pomp 
And take the Shadow for ſubſtantial Glory. 
Superior Birth, unmerited Succeſs, 
The Name of Prince, of Conqueror and King, 
Are Gifts of Fortune and ot little Worth. 
They may be, and too often are, poſleſt 
By ſordid . who know no Joy but Wealth; 
By ri'tous Fools, or Tyrants drench'd in Blood; 
A Cre/us, Alexander, or a Nero. 
The Beſt are ſure the greateſt of Mankind. 
Our Actions form our Characters. Let me 
Approve myſelf a Chriſtian and a Soldier, 
And Flatt'ry cannot add, or Envy take 
Ougkt that I wiſh to have, or fear to loſe. 

Am. Canſt thou behold unmov'd, thou ſteady T raytor, 
Thy moſt munificent and loving Patron, 
Preſt with the Weight of more than fourſcore Years, 
With feeble Hands compell'd to reaſſume 
The ſtubborn Reins of Power, and taſte again, ” 
When Appetite is pall'd, the bitter Sweets 
Of Sovereign Command ? Shou'd I deſcend _ 
To reaſon with thee, what cou'dft thou reply? 
Have I not been a Father to thy Youth ? 
Did I not early form thy Mind to Greatneſs, 
And teach thy Infant Hands che Uſe of Arms? 
Tho' the unerring Maxims of our State, 
(The only Rule of Right and Wrong in Court? 
Had mark'd thee for Deſtruction; ſtill I ſpar'd thee, 
Truſted, belov'd, advanc'd thou haſt betray'd me. 
Firſt ſeiz d the Provinces you call'd your own, 
Then 
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Then join'd my Foes to rob me of my Fame; 
The perjur'd Uladiſlaus, fierce Hunniades, 
And the Venetians, who have ſince forſook thee. 
Tho” to remote Magneſia | retir'd, 
uitting the Toils of Empire to my Son, 
To ſeek for Reſt and find a peaceful Grave; 
Yet there the Cries and Clamours of my Slaves, 
Who fled the Terrors of thy dreadful Name, 
Forbad their old o'erlabour'd King Repoſe; 
Forc'd me once more in hoſtile Steel ro cloth 
Theſe weary Limbs, and roule to their Defence. 
Bur that thy Soul is loft to all Remorſe 
Thy black Ingratitude muſt fright chyſelf ? 
Scan. Can all your Kingdoms bribe the Voice of Truth? 
Which, while you ſpeak, pleads for me in your Breaſt; 
Or Rage efface the Mem'ry of your Guilt, 
More than ten thouſand Witneſſes againſt thee ? 
But Slander, like the Joathſome Leper” s Breath, 
Inſects the Healthful with its poiſonous — 
Unleſs repell'd, and bids me guard my Fame. 
My Anceſtors for Ages fill'd this Throne, 
A brave, a virtuous, legal Race of Princes, 
No arbitrary Tyrants; the ſame Laws, 
That made them Kings, declar'd their People free 
My Royal Father, fam'd for his Succeſs 
In War and Love of Peace, had govern'd long ; 
When with reſiſtleſs Force your conquering Troops 
Pour'd like a Deluge o'er the Realms of Greece: 
To fave his People from impending Ruin, , 
At your Requeſt, the pious, gen'rous Prince ] 
Gave up his Sons as Hoſtages of Peace. 
He died the beſt of Kings and Men. O Caſtriot? 
I were unworthy of thy Race and Name 
Cou'd I unmov'd remember thou'rt no more 
I wou'd have ſaid, he died in firm Reliance 
On your Promiſe given, your Faith and Honour; 
But ſure the Memory of ſuch a Loſs 
May well o'er- bear, and drive me from my Purpoſe. 
*I was chen! in Scorn of ev'ry Obligation, 
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Of Truth and Juſtice, Gratitude and Honour, 
Of nobleſt Truſt and Confidence repos'd; 


You like a lawleſs, moſt perfidious Tyrant, 
Amidſt her Griefs, ſeiz'd on his Widow'd Kingdom ; 
And to ſecure your lawleſs Acquiſition. 


Oh! how ſhall I proceed! — My bleeding Heart 


Is pierc'd anew, new Horrors wound my Soul 
At every Pauſe; whenever I rehearſe, | 
Whene'er I think upon thy monſt'roys Crime 


O Repoſio ! Staniſſa ! Conſtantine ! 


My flaughter'd Brothers, whoſe dear Blood ſtill cries 
Aloud to Heaven; Tour Wrongs ſhall find Redreſs. 


Juſtice, defer*d, deals forth the heavier Blow. 


Am. Shall the great Monarchs of our ſublime Race 


Cur off their Brothers, when they mount the Throne, 


Yet ſpare the Lives of Chriſtians they ſuſpect: 
Their Death was wiſe, and J approve it yet, 
But curſe my Folly that preſerv'd thy Life. 

Scan. What was then my Life? debarr'd of myRight, 
And kept Vaugment the Number of your Slaves. 
The only Benefit you e'er confer'd, 
Was that you train'd me to the Uſe of Arms: 
You had my Service and was overpay d. 
Yet thoſe whom I oppos'd were, like yourſelf, 
Tyrants, who made a Merchandize of Men; 
And propagate Religion by the Sword. 
Ever determin'd not to ſtain my Hands 
With Chriſtian Blood, when you commanded me 
To turn my Arms againſt th Hungarian King 


1 purpos'd from that Hour, by Heaven's Aſfitance, 


At once Vavoid the Guilt and free my Country. 
Am. O Traytor! doſt thou glory in thy Shame? 

Think not I have forgot thy vile Declenſion. 

Yes on that fatal, that deteſted Day, 8 2 

When deep Moravia's Waves, died with the Boo 

Of forty Thouſand of my faithful Slaves 

Loſing their Azure, flow'd in purple Tides = 

Too well I know, thou didit forſake thy 2 
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And e're the News of thy Revolt arriv'd, 
Surpriz'd my Baſſa that commanded here ; 
Drove out my Garriſons, and raviſh'd from me 
This fair and fertile Kingdom. 
Scan. Falſe Aſperſion | 
The Charge impos'd was ne'er accepted by me. 
I arm'd my Subjects for their common Rights, 
The Love of Liberty, that fired their Souls, 
That made them worthy, crown'd them with Succeſs, 
I did my Duty *I was but what I ow'd 
To Heaven, an injur'd People and myſelf. 
Am. You will be juſtified ia all that's paſt : 
But I ſhall bend thy ſtubborn Temper yet. 
I know the Worth of thoſe dear Pledges now 


Within my Power, Thou know'ſt me too Then 
[think 


And yield in Time, while Mercy may be had. 
Scan, I know your Mercy by my Brothers Fate. 
Am, Then you may judge the future by the paſt. 
Scan. Tho' Pity be a Stranger to your Breaſt, 

Your preſent dang'rous State may teach you Fear. 
Am. Danger and I have been acquainted long; 

Full oft Fave met her in the bloody Field, 

And drove her back with Terror on my Foes : 

Your other Phantom, Fear, I know her not ; 

Or in thy Viſage I behold her now. 

Scan. | fear not for myſelf. 
Am. Yet ſtill thou fear'ſt, 

Confeſs thyſelf ſubdu'd and fue for Favour. | 

Scan. When I ſubmit to Guilt.—— I'll own your 
[ Conqueſt, 

Am. Think on your Friends, * 

Scan. Afflictions are no Crimes. 

Am. You wou'd redeem them! 

Scan, Les; on any Terms, 

That Honour may permit, and Juſtice warrant. 
Am. Hear the Conditions en, 

Scar. Why ſinks my Heart? 

* do I tremble _ ? When at the Head 


Of 


ATI _ 

Of almoſt twice a hundred Thouſand Souls 

I with a Handful charg'd this fierce old Chief, 

Thou art my Witneſs, Heay'n, I fear'd him not. (Aide. 

Au. When I look back on what you were before 
Your late Revolt, charmed with the pleaſing View, 

I wiſh to ſee thoſe glorious Days reſtor'd 3 

When I with Honour may indulge my Bounty, 

And make you great and happy as you're brave. 

Scan. Flattery !=-Nay, then he's dangerous indeed! 
2 (Aſide. 
Am. Renounce the Errors of the Chriſtian Sect, 

And be inſtructed in the Law profeſt 

By 1hmae!'s Holy Race; that Light divine, 

That darts from Mecca's ever ſacred Fane, 

T'illuminate the darken'd Souls of Men, 

And fill *em with its Brightneſs. 5 
Scan. O Altbea ( Alde. 
An. Break your Alliance with the Chriſtian Princes, 

And let my Foes be thine. | 

Scan. That follows well; GY 

Th'abandon'd Wretch, that breaks his Faith with 

| [Heav*n, 


Will hardly ſtop at any future Crime. (Aldi. 
Am. Forego th' Advantage, that your Arms have 
[ won, 


Give up this little Part of ſpacious Greece, 
It's Cities and it's People to my Power : - 
And in Return reign thou my Subſtitute 
O'er all my conquer'd Provinces in Europe, 
From Adrianople to the Walls of Buda. 

Scan, Aſſiſt me Heav'n! aſſiſt me to ſuppreſs 
The riſing Indignation in my Breaſt, _ 

That ſtruggles, heaves and rages for a Vent. 
Aranthes | Althea | How ſhall I preſerve you? (Afide. 
Viſ. He's greatly moy'd, his Viſage laines with 
| | [Wrath, 
Ama. Juſt ſo he looks when ruſhing on the Foe, + 

The eager Blood ftarts from his trembling Lips. 
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Am. 1 wait your Reſolution. 

Scan. Three Days the Truce concluded 4 is to laſt, 
That Space Lask to anſwer your Demande, 

Am. Tis well'; enjoy your Wiſh — but yet re- 

[member 

Honour and Int'reſt, Gratitude and Love 
Bleed while you pauſe, and preſs you to comply. 
Farther, to favour you in all I may, 
Aranthes ſhall attend you to your Camp: 
Conſult, reſolve, your Intereſts are the ſame; 


Althea juſtly claims the Care of both. 
1 Amurath, Ge. 


Scan. O thou, who art my Righteouſneſs and 
[Strength, 
Diſtreſsd and tempted, ſtill in thee IT truſt: 
The Pilot, when he ſees the Tempeſt rife, 
And the proud Waves inſult the low'ring Skies, 
Fix'd to the Helm, looks to that Power to lay 


The raging Storm, whom Winds and Seas obey. 
[Exit Scanderbeg, c. 


Amaſie alone. 


Shou d he inf! ? as ſure he's hardly preſs'd; 
Reſtor'd to Favour, where is my Revenge? 
He's but a Man leſs tempted I fell worſe z 
But I'm not Scanderbeg — Say, he refuſes; 
It follows that the Sultan in his Rage, 
Murthers the Captives, tho we all ſhoo'd periſh. 
Which Side foe'er I view, I like it not. 
There is no Peace for me, while Caftriot lives; 
Plagued and diſtrefs'd, he ſoars above me ſtill ; 
Inſults my Hate, and awes me with his Virtue, 
His Virtue! Ha! How have I dreamr till now, 


How ſcap d the Thought? His Virtue ſhall betray 
[ him. 


Hypocriſy, that with an Angels Likeneſs 
May well deceive the Wiſdom of an AN, 


Sal re · inſtate me in his gen' rous Heart: 
Which 


And proudly term it ſhameful and unjuſt. 


| Tho univerſal Ruin ſhou'd inſue. 


And with repeated Draughts of Cordial Love, 
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Which if I fail to pierce, may all the Il 
F ever wiſh'd to him fall on myſelf. 
Th'amorous Prince I know his haughty Soul 
Ill brooks his ſubtle Father's peaceful Swan 
He loves Althea, and depeuds on me 

T'aſſiſt his Flame. 


Enter Mahomet. 


Ma. Amaſie, what Succeſs ? 
You ſaw the Captive Princeſs 

Ama. Yes, my Lord. | 

Ma. Curſe on the jealous Cuſtoms of our Court: 
Why is that Privilege deny'd to me ? 

Ama, You know why I'm indulg'd. 

Aa. Tis true, but ſay, 
What haſt thou done that may advance my Hopes ? 

Ama, I've thought, my Lord 

Ma. What tell'ſt thou me of thoughts! 
Haſt thou not ſpoke ? — what ſays the charming Fair? 
hall I be bleſt ? 

Ama. Spoke, what? Alas! my Prince! 
How little do you know that haughty Chriſtian ? 
Bred in the rigid Maxims of her Sect, 
Chaſte as its Precepts, moſt ſeverely vertuous, 
Althea, wou'd treat me with the laſt Contempr, 
Shou*d I but name your gen'rous Paſſion to her : 


Aa. Now as you wou'd avoid a Prince's Hatred, 
That muſt one Day command you; or expect 
Fer to attain my Siſter's Love, the Scope 
Of your Ambition, aid me with your Counſel. 

My Blood's on Fire, and I will quench the Flame, 


By Heaven Iwill; Il plunge in Seas of Bliſs, 


Expell the raging Fever from my Veins, 
Ana. Glorious Miſchief !=(A/ide.) If I judge right 
(her Will 


\ 
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Is ne*er to be ſubdu'd, you can't poſſeſs 
Her Mind, my Lord—and without that you know 
Ma. Her Mind ! a Shadow! Give me ſolid Joys, 
And let her Chriſtian Minion take the Reſt. 
I love her for mylelt z my Appetite 
Muſt be appeas'd, or live my conſtant Plague. 
Let me but claſp her in my longing Arms, 
Preſs her ſoft Boſom to my panting Breaſt, 
And crown my Withes ; tho? attain'd by Force, 
Tho? amidſt Strugglings, Shrieksand guſhing Tears; 
Or while ſhe faints beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
And I have all my raging Paſſions crave. 
Am. Already Pve conceiv'd the Means to ſerve you, 
Bur Time mutt give th' imperfect Embryo Form, 
And hail th' auſpicious Birth. 
Ma. She's juſtly mine, | | 
The Purchaſe of my Sword. Our Prophet thus, 
By manly Force all prior Right deſtroy'd ; 
Power was his Claim; he conquer'd and enjoy d: 
Beauty and Fame alike his Ardor mov'd ; | 


Fiercely he fought, and as he fought he lov'd. 


End of the Second AF, 
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A Trxacedy. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
The Chriſtian Camp. 


Enter Scanderbeg and Aranthes. 


2 LTHEA mourns for this your fond 
3 [Delay, 
And thinks already ſhe has liv'd too 


ong 3 


Fate, 
And clouds the matchleſs Luſtre of your Arms. 


Scan. Juſtice herſelſ would here ſuſpend her Sword; 
Nor with one undiſcriminating Blow, 
Blind as ſhe is, deſtroy both both Friends and Foes, 
Ar. It is appointed oace for all to die: | 
Then what am I, or what a Child of mine, 
Weigh'd with the Honour of the Chriſtian Name, 
To bid the Cauſe of Liberty attend, | 
While gravely you debate thoſe very Trifles, 
The Time and Circumſtances of our Death: 
As juſtly Nature might ſuſpend her Courſe 25 
To wait the Diſſolution of an Inſet, 
No, let me bear Defiance to the Sultan; 


Tell him, that you already are determin'd; 
And dare his wort. | 


| 
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Scan. Not for ten thouſand Worlds. 
Wou' d I fo tempt the fretfull Tyrants Rage? 
The Pangs of Death are light to thoſe of Abſence ; 
Then who can bear eternal Seperation? 
Tranſported as you are with pious Zeal; 
Look inward, ſearch your Heart, and then confeſs 
The Love of Heav'n excludes not ſacred Friendſhip. 
Think ik my Task were your's, how you wou'd act. 
Wou' d you not pauſe, conclude, retract, and 5 TY 
| again 
To the laſt moment of the Time prefixt ? 
Wou'd you got count it Virtue to cantend, 
_ Tho” againſt Hope, and ſtruggle with Deſpair. 
know you wou'd ; for tho' your Tongue be mute, 
Spire of yourſelf, your ſtreaming Eyes confeſs it. 

Ar. My Weakneſs is no Precedent for you. 8 

Scan. If thus the Friend, what muſt the Lover ſuffer ? 
Think good Aranthes, if you ever lov'd, 
What 1 endure: think on Altbeas Charms, 
And judge from thence the Greatneſs of my Pain. 
Ar. Why will you dwell upon the dang*rous Theme? 
The Strength of Sampſon prov'd too weak for Love, 
David's Integrity was no Detenee 3; ; 
The King, the Hero and the Prophet fell 
Beneath the {ame inevitable Power: 
The Wiſdom of his Son was Folly here; 
And he that comprehended all Things elſe 
Knew nor himſelf, till dear Experience taught 
Him late Repentance, Anguiſh, Grief and Shame, 
Then think no more but give us up at once: 
Give up Althea ; Heaven demands it of you; 
For while ſhe lives, your Virtue is not ſafe. 

Scan. Is this a Father's Voice ? 
Ar: Wou'd I had died, 

Ere I was honour'd with a Father's Name; 
Or that my Child had been leſs good and fair. 
What was my greateſt Joy, is now my Grief : 
Ev*ry Perfection wrings my Heart with Pain. 


For all her Charms are now ſo many Snares, 
| N Which 
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Which you muſt break, or be undone for ever. 

till unreſolv'd Forgive me if I think, 

You have the Weakneſs now of other Men. 

Scan. If to rejoice when Virtue is rewarded 3 
Or mourn th' Afflictions of the Good and Brave, 
Who mourn not for themſelves; if Love and F mw 
[ſhips 

Denote me weak, I wou'd be weaker till. 

He who diſclaims the Softneſs of Humanity, 

Aſpiring to be more than Man, is leſs. 

Yet know, my Father, rev'rend good Aranthes ! 
Whatever tender Sentiments I feel; _ | 
Tho' as a Man, a Lover and a F vanes 3 
fear the Sultan's Cruelty and Malice; 

Let as a Chriſtian, I deſpiſe em both. 

Tis not for Man to glory in his Strength; 

The Beſt have fallen, and the Wiſeſt ert d. 

Yet when the Time ſhall come, when Heaven ſhall by 

Its Providence declare, this is my Will, 

And this the Sacrifice that I demand, | 

Why who can tell, but full of that ſame Energy, 

Which ſwells your Breaſt ; I may reply ev'n ſo 

Thy Will be done. 

y How have my Fears deceiv'd me? 

Scan. The careful Gard'ner turns the limpid Stream, 
This Way, or that Way ; as ſuits his Purpoſe beſt. 
The Wrath of Man ſhall praiſe his Maker's Name; 

The Reſidue, reſtrain'd, reſt on himſelf. 

Let us not raſhly antedate our Woes. 

Tho” I defer the Sentence of your Deat, 

Tho? I cou'd die ten thouſand times to ſave you, 

I do not, nay I dare not bid you live. 

Ar. Excellent Man! why did I ever doubt thee ? 
Your Zeal's no leſs, your Wiſdom more than mine. 
My Time's expir'd ; Illuſtrious Prince,. — farewel! 

Scan. My Father! My A'thea \—— 
Ar. O my Son! 
Our Part is little in this noble Conflict, 
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The worſt is Death ; your's harder, but more glorious, 


To live and ſuffer. Heaven inſpire thy Soul 

With more than Roman Fortitude and Courage: 

They poorly fled to Death, t'avoid Misfortunes 3 

May Chriſtian Patience teach thee to o'ercome em. 
[ Exit Aranthes, 


Scanderbeg alone. 


In this Extremity. ſhall I invoke 

Thy awful Genius, O majeſtick Rome; 

Or Junius Brutus, thine; who ſacrificed 

To publick Liberty, Paternal Love: 

The younger Brutus; or the Greet Timoleon; 

Of Self- Denial great Examples all: 

But all far ſhort of what's required of me. 

Theſe Patriots offer'd to an injur'd World 

But guilty Wretches, who deſerv'd their Fates. 
Wou'd they have given up the beſt of Men, 

And the moſt perfect of the gentler Sex 

To Death, to worſe than Death, a Tyrant's Rage ? 
No, Nature unaſſiſted cannot do it. 

To thee, I bow me then, Fountain of Life, 

Ot Wiſdom and of Power, 

Who know'ſt our Frame, and mad'ſt us what we are; 
Lask not Length of Days, nor Fame, nor Empire: 
Give me to know and to diſcharge my Duty, 
And leave th Event to thee —— Amaſic here 


Enter Amaſie, who kneels and lays bis Sword at 
Scanderbeg Feet. 


Ama. Well may you turn away, juſtly diſdain 
To caſt one Look upon the loſt Ana ſie. 
Conſtant as Truth, inflexible as Juſtice, 

Above Ambition, and the Joys of Senſe, 
You muſt abhor the Wretch, whoſe fatal Weakneſs 
Betray'd him to ſuch Crimes, as make him hateful 


To Heaven, to all good Men and to himſelf. : 
car 
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Scan. What com'ſt thou for, what canſt thou hope 
| 5 from me? 
Ama. I come for Juſtice. 
Scan. Juſtice muſt condernn thee. 
Ama. I have condemn'd myſelf; but dare not die, 
'Till you, the proper Judge, confirm the Sentence. 
Scan. When firſt you fell, I deeply mourn'd your 
[Loſs ; 
But from that Moment gave you up for ever: 
Ama. Still you're my Prince! my native, rightful 
eB { Prince. 
Scan, Then what art thou ? 
Ama. The blackeſt, worſt of Traytors, 
Scan. Be that thy Puniſhment. 
Ama. Dreadful Decree! 
'Tis more than I can bear — leave me not thus. 
Is not the Blood, that runs in either's Veins, 
Deriv'd from the ſame Source? Was I not once, 
Howe'er unworthy, honour'd with your Friendſhip, 
Named your Succeſſor ? ſo beloved, ſo truſted, 
That all the Envious pin'd, and all the Good, 
Look'd up with Wonder at the glorious Height, 
| To which your partial Friendſhip had advanc'd me. 
Scan. Ill judging Man, thou aggravat'ſt thy Crimes. 
Ama. That cannot be; I but excite your Juſtice. 
Behold my guilty Breaſt ; ſtrike and maintain 
The Honour of our Houſe, wipe out this Stain 
Of its illuſtrious Race and Blot of Friendſhip, 
Scan. If your Ambition were to fall by me, 
You ſhou'd have met me in the Front of Battle 
With manly Oppoſition, and receiv'd 
The Death thou ſeek'ſt for in the Rage of War. 
My Sword deſcends not on a proſtrate Foe? 
Tho* you've deſerv'd to die, Ive not deſerv'd 
To be your Executioner. 
Ama. juſt Heaven 
Are you a Chriſtian Prince, and will you ſpare 
A black Apoſtate? | 
Scan. Heaven can right itſelf 
| LS Without 
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Without my Aid, nor do | know on Earth 


So great, ſo juſt an Object of Compaſſion, 
Live and repent. 


Ama. I have and do repent, 
But cannot live. The Court of Amuratih 


Abhors a Chriſtian ; ev'ry Chriſtian Court 
Deteſts a Traytor. 


Scan. Miſerable Man! ( Aſide, 
Ama. We're taught that Heav'n is merciful and 
[ kind. 


Scan. What Wretch dares doubt of that ? 
Ama. Then why am] 

Deny'd to ſue for Peace and Pardon there, 

Since I muſt never hope for them on Earth ? 

Scan. Have I the Seeds of Frailty in my Nature? 

Am I a Man, like him, and can ſee, 
Unpittying and unmov'd, the bitter Anguiſh, 

The deep Contrition of his wounded Soul? 

It will not be — 0 Nature take your Courſe, 

PII not refiſt your tendereſt Impreſſions, (Afide. 

Suppreſs the Tumult of your troubled Mind 

You have o'ercome; I feel and ſhare your Sorrows. 
Ama. O be leſs good, or I ſhall die with Shame. 


Scan. I have been too ſlow to pardon, (Embracing, 
Ama. O my Prince ! | 


My injur'd Prince! | 
Scan. Thy Friend, thy Friend, Amaſie. 
Ama. How have you rais'd me from the laſt De- 
[ſpair ? 
And dare you truſt this Rebel, this Apoſtate ? 

Scan. Tis Heaven's Prerogative alone to ſearch 
The Hearts of Men, and read their inmoſt Thoughts : 
I wav'd. be circumſpect, not over wiſe ; 

Nor for one Error, loſe a Friend for ever : 
No, let me be deceiv'd ere want Humanity. 

Ama. The Wiſdom and Beneficence of Heaven 

Flow in your Words, and bleſs all thoſe who hear em. 


(Trumpets ſound a Parley, 


Scan. 


H. 
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Scan. What means this Summons to a ſecond Parley? 
Ama. The Sultan's haſte een my Purpoſe. 

(Aſide. 

Something that much concerns your Love and Honour, 


] have to ſay; but mult dcfer it now, 
And once more join his Council ; if 'm ſeen, 


I loſe the only Means thar's left to ſerve you. 


Scan. You will return 
Ama. As certain as the Night; 
About the Midſt of which you may expect me. 
Scan. Yowll find me in my Tent; The went. 
5 Althea. 


| Enter Officer- 
OF. The Viſier with the Princeſs of 8 


| Demands an Audience. 


Scan. Fly; and introduce em. 
Can this be true? 
Ama. Moſt true. The Sultan hopes 

That your Altbea's Eyes will conquer for him: 

Heaven guard your Heart. Farewell At Night expect 
Le, 

He's well deceivd; Hypocriſy I thank thee. 

Dark and profound as Hell, what Line can fathom, 

Or Eye explore the ſecret thoughts of Men? 

Yet once I fear d I ſhou'd betray myſelf 

And be indeed the Penitent I feign'd; 


So much his Virtue mov'd me. Curſe his Virtue ! 
He ever will excell me Let him die, 


Tho” all my Peace die with him Wretched Man / 
When ſhall I reſt from Envy and Remorſe ? (Aſide. 


OL 5 Exit Ama. 
Scan. I ſhall once more behold Althea then. 


So Wretches are indulg'd the Sight of Heaven 


To ſharpen Pain, and aggravate their Loſs. 
The blended Beauties of the teeming Spring, 
Whate'er excells in Nature's Works belides, 
Are vile to _ the * of the Whole. 
: Flowers 
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Flowers fade and loſe their Odors, Gems their Brightneſs 
And Gold its Eſtimation in her Preſence. | 
Bat ſee, ſhe comes---Sure ſuch a Form betray'd 
The firſt of Men to quit his Paradiſe, 
And all the Joys of Innocence and Peace, 
For thoſe he found in her : yet had the lovely, 
Alas too lovely Parent of Mankind, 
Pofleſs'd a Mind, as much Superior to 
Her outward Form, as my Althea doth ; 
Mankind had never fell. 


> 


Enter Viſier, Althea, &c. Scanderbeg kneels and kiſſes 
| | her Hand. | 


Scan. O my Princeſs! 
Al. My ever honour'd Lord! 
_ Scan. To be your Slave, 
A Captive to your Charms, is more than to 
Be Lord of Humankind. 
Al. The Viſier, Prince. (Scanderbeg 72/3. 
Viſ. Far be it noble Scanderbeg from me 
To intercept my Royal Maſter's Bounty, 
Who wills you to enjoy Freedom of Speech, 
Uninterrupted, with the Chriſtian Princeſs. 
I'll with the Guards retire and wait your Leifure, 
| (Exit Vilier, Sc. 
Scan. O my Althea ! 
Al. Speak, I'm all Attention. 
Scan. O who can raiſe his Thoughts to the Occaſion ? 
Or doing that, reduce ſuch Thoughts to Words? 
Al. I will aſſiſt you—we mult part for ever. 
Scan. Is that, is that ſo eaſy? Righteous Heaven 
It doth amaze me, and confound my Reaſon 
To hear thee, thus calm and ſerene, pronounce 
The dreadful Sentence. | 
Al. Is it not determin'd ? 
Scan. To give thee back to Slavery and Chains! 
To bear the Malice of a bloody Tyrant, 
Inrag'd by my Refuſal !——O Althea ! 


Tho 
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Tho' Heav'n muſt be obey'd, ſomething is due 
To vertuous Love. We may, we mult confels - 
A Senſe of ſuch unutterable Woe. 
When in Return of my inceſſant Vows, 
You deign'd to crown my Love, when Expectation 
Of the long ſigk'd for Bliſs had raiſed my Joys 
To that exalted Pitch, that I look'd down 
With Pity on Mankind ; and only griev'd 
To think they ſtood expoſed to 2 
Mis'ry and Pain, while I alone was happy. 
Then, then to loſe thee 
Al. O complain no more. 
You move a Weakneſs here, unworthy her, 
Who wou'd aſpire to deſerve your Love. 
I wou'd have died like the mute Sacrifice 
Which goes as chearfull and as unconcern'd, 
To bleed upon the Altar, as to . 
Within its nightly Fold. 
Scan. Coud'ſt thou do this ! 
Al. Had I not ſeen you * 1 think I ſhou'd; 
But at your Grief my Reſolution fails me : 
I'm ſubdued : The Woman, the weak, fond Woman, 
Swells in my. Heart, and guſhes from my Eyes. 

Scan. What have I done? The Greatneſs of * Soul, 
Not to be comprehended but by Minds 
Exalted as thy own, ſtagger'd my Reaſon ; 

And what was Prudence and Superior Virtue, _ 
I thought a Wrong to Love. Raſh, thoughtleſs Man! 
To force a Tenderneſs thou can'ſt not bear, 
That ſtabs the very Soul of Reſolution, 
And leaves thee without Strength to ſtem a Torrent, 
Tha t asks an Angel's Force to meet its Rage. 

Al, To combat Inclination, to ſubdue 5 
Our own Deſires, and conquer by Submiſſion 3 
Are Virtues, Prince, no Angel ever knew.  / | 
While theſe are your's, ſhall I indulge my Grief? / 
se Storm is over, and I am calm again. 

Scan. O thou eternal Source of Admiration! 


What new Wonder halt thou prepar d to charm 
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My 
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My raviſh'd Soul ? where didſt thou learn the Art 
To ſtop the Tide ot Grief in its full Flow, 

And triumph o'er Diſpair ? 

Al. In you I triumph. 

Tho rackt and torn with more than mortal Grief, 
Amidſt the Pangs of diſappointed Love 

And ſufi'ring Friendſhip, do I not behold thee, 
Still conſtant as the Sun, that keeps its Courſe, 
Tho” Storms and Tempeſts vex the neither Sky, 
And low'ring Clouds a while obſcure his Brightneſe. 

Scan. Excellent, heavenly Maid? thou rob'ſt thyſelf, 
And attribur'ſt to me thy own Perfections. 

A. Have you once queſtion” d whether you ſhould 
rt 
Wich two the deareſt Things to Man on Earth, l 
A Friend and Miſtreſs; or renounce your Faith, 
The Int'reſt of Mankind and Cauſe of Virtue? 

Scan. That were to purchaſe ev'n thee too dear: 
That were a Miſery beyond thy Loſs: 
That were, my Princeſs ! to how to loſe thee. 

Al. That gracious Power that wrought you for this 


Purpoſe, 


That made you great to ſtruggle with Fi e 
And teach luxurious Princes, by Example, 
What Kings ſhou'd be, and ſhame em into Virtue 5 
Beholds, with Pleaſure, you diſcharge the Truſt, 
And act up to the Dignity you're form'd for. 
Scan. O whither wou'd thy dazzling Virtue ſoar? 
Is't not enough we yield to our Misfortunes, 
And bear Afflictions, tho“ with bleeding Hearts. 
Wou' d' ſt thou attempt to raiſe Pleaſure from Pain, 
And teach the Voice of Mourning, Songs of Joy? 
Al. Small is my Part and ſuited to my Strength. 
What is dying? A Wanton Cleopatra 
Cou'd ſmile in Death and Infants die in Sleep. 
What tho” my Days are few and fill'd with Sorrow ad 
Cou'd vain Proſperity to hoary Age 
Afford a Happineſs to be compar'd 
To dying now in ſuch a glorious Cauſe; ' 


Lamented 
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Lamented and belov'd by thee, the beſt | 

And greateſt of Mankind Then let us haſte 

And cloſe the Scene. You, good Paulinus, let 

The Viſier know, I'm ready to return. We 

Why are you 4 why do guſhing Tears 

Blot the majeſtick Beauty of your Face ? 

Why i the Hero in the Lover loſt ?' - r 
Scan. Let Angels, who attend in Crowds to hear 


Let all the Sons of Liberty and Fame; 
Thoſe, who ſtill wait, and thoſe who have obtain'd 
The End of all their Labours; Heaven and Earth; 
Angels and Men, the Living and the Dead; 

Behold and judge if ever Man before | 
Purchas'd the Patriot's Name, or ſav'd his Country, 
His Faith and Honour, at a Price fo dear. 


2 Enter Viſier. 
Viſ. Well Prince, may we not hope that thoſe 
[bright Eyes 
Have charm'd your Soul to Peace? Who a re- 
| (faſt, 
When Honour's gain'd by being overcome ? 
To yield to Beauty, crowns the Warrior's Fame. 
Scan. 'm not to learn how to eſteem the Princeſs 5 
But know the Sultan over-rates his Power, 
When he preſumes to barter for her Love. 
Her Mind is free and royal as his own ; 
Nor is ſhe to be gain'd by doing what 
Wou'd forfeit her Eſteem. And I muft think 
This Hafte to know my Mind, is Fraud or Fear. 
What needs there more? The Truce is unexpirſed 9 
If your proud Maſter wiſhes for a Peace, 
We yet may treat on honourable Terms. 
In the mean Time receive the Princels back. 


Viſ. Think what you do, great Sir. 
= Scans 
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Scan, I know my Duty. 
Al. Farewell, my Lord ! 
Scan. Farewell protect her Heaven! 
Al. Now let the fletful Tyrant ſtorm and rage, 


The only Danger we cou'd — is paſt. 
[Exit Althea and vier, 


Scan. T' encounter Hoſts of Foes is eaſier far, 


Than to ſuſtain this innate, Boſom War; 
This one unbloody Conqueſt coſts me more, 


Than all the Ba titles I &er won before, 


End of the Third AE. 


A TrAGEDY. ' 1 


ACT IV. SCENE J. 


The Outward Apartment in * Womens Tent, 
A G uard of Eunuchs. 


Enter Kiſler Aga. 


I'S as I thought: Our Maſter is 
[ betray'd. 
Whoever knew a Renegade ſin- 
_ 

This Dog's a Chriſtian ſtill 


Enter Amaſie. 


Ama. The Victim's prepar'd. 
If Luſt holds on her Courſe, and revels yet 
In the hot Veins of raſh, luxurious Youth, 
This Chriſtian Heroine, this ſecond Lucrece, 
In Maho met ſhall find another Targuin, 
As cruel and remorſeleſs as the firſt. 
If I ſhou'd fail in my Attempt to Night, 
And Scanderbeg ſurvive — Althea raviſn'd 
He'll wiſh himſelf, I had ſucceeded. better. (Aldi. 
Diſmiſs your uſeleſs Train of prying Slaves; ä 
Pve Buſineſs that requires your Ear alone. 
| (Exeunt Eunuchs. 
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A Grecian Chief, who owns our Maſter's Cauſe, 
Muſt be admitted to the Captive Princeſs, 
*Tis of Importance to the Sultan's Service, 
That he ſhou'd enter and depart unknown: 
PI introduce him, while you watch without ; 
That none approach to give him Interruption. | 
Aga, This I conceive 3 but why.he mov'd HY 
To the remoteſt Part of the Pavilion 
I eannot comprehend. (Afide. 
Ama, You know your Duty; < 
Tour Life ſhall anſwer for the leaſt Neglect. 44 
Ata I ſhall take Care —— (Exit Amaſie.) to ruin 
en Wen Funn 


SCENE I. 


Another Apartment ; ; Stage 6 arten d: 7 ae 
| and Lamp. . 


Althea ak, 


Al. Is this a Time and Place fot virtuous Lie ? 
This is the Wanton's Hour: Now ſhe forſakes 
Her Home, and, hid in Darknels, W her 

rey: 
The Soul, whom Heav'n abhors, falls in he Snares z 
And pierc'd with Guilt, as with an Arrow dies. 
Yon ſickly Lamp, that glimmers thro* my Tears, 
Faintly contending with prevailing Darkneſs, 
Spreads o'er the Place a melancholy Gloom, 
That ſooths the joyleſs Temper of my Mind. 
So a pale Meteor's dull and beamleſs Flame 
To the bewilder'd Traveller appears, 
And adds new Horrors to the cheerleſs Night. 


s Error then the Lot of all Mankind? 


It is, it is — for Scanderbeg is fallen. 

O] what cou'd move him to the raſh Attempt? 

x he ſhou'd periſh, as the Panger s great, . 
How 


\'A TxacEredy. 


How will th* inſulting Tnfidels rejoice ? 

How will the Foe, with ſcornful Triump, ſing, 
As a Fool dies, fo died this mighty Chief; 
His Hands unbound, no Fetters on his Feet, 
But as an Ideot by his Folly falls, 

So fell the Champion of the Chriſtian Cauſe. 


Enter Mahomet dreft like Scanderbeg, faſt ning the door 
on the Inſide. | 


He's come, and all my Sorrows are compleat. 
Are you purſued ? - O my prophetick Fears 
If undiſcover*d you have enter'd here, 
This Caution's needleſs ; if betray'd, in vain. 
Ma. Of ſuch a Prize who can be too ſecure ? 
Al. *Tis not his Voice---defend me, O defend me, 
All gracious Heaven N | 
Ma. Doſt thou not know me Princeſs ? 
Al, Alas J too well! { Aſide.) Sure you've miſtook 
f [ your way, 
Or came perchance to feek ſome other here ; 
Howe'er that be, permit me to retire. 
Ma. Miſtaken Fair; or is this Ign'rance feign'd ? 
*Tis you alone I feek. Impetuous Love, 
That will not be reſiſted, brought me here 
To lay my Life and Fortune at your Feet. | 
Al, Then Pm betray'd, baſely betray'd ; juſt Hea- 
7 | | ven ! 
Expos'd, perhaps devoted to a Ruin, | | 
From which the Grave itſelf is no Retreat, 
And Time can ne'er repair — Be gracious, Sir, 
To an unhappy Maid !--- Or Pm deceiv'd, 
Or you, my Lord, were pleas'd to mention Love; 
Of that, alas! IT am forbid to hear; 
Compaſſion better ſuits my humble State, 
Thar [ intreat ; have Pity on me, Prince, 
Diſpel my Fears, and fend me from your Preſence. 
Ma. Grant what you ask; I need Compaſſion too: 
Your Beauty's neceffary to my Peace: | 
| Then 
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Then yield, in Pity to yourſelf and me, 

What elſe FI] take by Force: Conſent to 2 me 

Happy, and in Return, when Time ſhall giv 

The Scepter to my Hand, I'll make thee Queen 
Ot half the conquer'd Globe. 

Al. Know, Impious Prince ! 

It one looſe Thought wou'd buy the whole, I'd Scorn 
It at that Price. 
Mz. Then rifled and abando d, 
Live thou the Scorn both of the World and me. 
You have you Choice; I came not here to talk. 

Al. O! what were all my former Woes to this ? 
Under the Pain of Abſence, hard Captivity 
And my late Fears, Patience and Fortitude 
Were my Support ; Patience and Fortitude 
Are uſeleſs now. Shame and Diſhonour are 
Not to be born. Father! Aranthes ! haſte, 

And like Virginius preſerve your Daughter. 
Come Caſtriot, come, Althea calls thee now | 
To certain Death, to fave her from Pollution. 
As. Call louder yet; your Idols do not hear. 
A.. Tho' none ſhou'd hear, yet Sorrow muſt com- 
(plain, 

Ma. Your moving ſoftneſs fans my am'rous Flame--- 
No Help can reach thee---All thy Friends are abſent; 
Wiſely comply, and make a Friend of me. 

Al. All are not abſent 3 he whoſe Preſence fills 
Both Heaven and Earth; he, he is with me ſtill. 
Sees my Diſtreſs, numbers my flowing Tears, 

And underſtands the Voice of my Complainings, E 
Tho Sorrow drowns my Speech. 1 
Ma. Il wait no longer; 1 
Nor ask again for that I've Power to > take, 

Now you may ftrive, as | have beg'd, in vain. 

Al. O thov, whoſe Hand ſuſtains the whole Creation; 
Who cloth'ſt the Woods, the Vallies and the Fields; ; 
Who hear'ſt the hungry Lion, when he roars ; | 
And feedꝰſt the Eagle on the Mountain's Top; 

Shut not chine Ear---turn not away thy Face 


Be 
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Be not as one far off, when Danger's near; 
Or like an abſent Friend to the diſtreſs d 
Aſſiſt me, ſave-me---only thou canſt ſave me 
O let me not invoke thy Aid in vain. 
Am. Without.) Force, force an Entrance. 
Ma. Ha ! who dares do this? * he Door burſt open. 


\ 


z Enter Amurath, Viſier, Kifeer Aga and Guards. 


Ma. Sham'd and prevented! O my curſed Fortune! 
Al. My Prayers are hear'd ; let Virtue ne'er diſpair. 
Viſ. Guard well the Paſlage. 
K. Aga. Who ſecures his Sword ? 
Wil. | SP og yeild ! thou can'ſt not hope t'eſcape. 
Am. To fall fo meanly after all thy Wars 
Well may'ſt thou hide thy Face. 
Viſ. Blinded by Love, 
My Lord, he miſs'd his Way. 
Am. True, Oſmyn, true: 
That poor Excuſe for Madneſs, Vice and Folly, 
ls all this mighty Hero has to plead. 
-A fair Account of Life and Honour loſt. 
I hoped not Triumph---Prophet, tis too much 
I ask'd but Vengeance- Bring him to my Tent. 
When Mirth declining calls for ſomething new, 
We'll think uponthe manner of his Death. 
Ma. Away, you Dogs! Confuſion, Death and Hell! 
Exit: 
Al. They ſtand agaſt. Deliverance waits the jut, 
But ſhort's the Triumph of deceitful Men. 
Turn'd on themſelves, their own Devices cover x 
Them with Shame. (A/de.) [Exil. 
Viſ. I'm loſt in Admirarion y 
It is the Prince Mabomet. 
on; Am. Wonder, Rage 
And Diſappointment drive me to- DiſtraQtion. 
Kiſler Aga, expect to anſwer this. 
K. Aga. Let not my Lord condemn his Slave ——_— 
Amaſie, whom I ever thought a Villain, 
Be Going 


Je 
5 
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Going this Evening to the captive Princeſs; 
I follow d unperceiv*d, and ſo diſpos'd me 
As to oer hear him: who with many Oaths, 
Aſſur'd Altbea, Scanderbeg was come; 
Conceal'd by Night, and in his Faith ſecure, 
Once more to ſee her and repeat his Vows. 
Ot this I thought myſelt in Duty bound 
IT'inform my Royal Malter. 
Am. You are clear. 
K. Aga. The Caution us'd to introduce the Prince, 
Seem' d to confirm the Truth of what IJ heard, 


Am. Leave us---Enough z your Conduct merits 
[ Praiſe, 


[ Exit K. Aga. 
2 Th' affrighted Fair is fed to her Apartment. 
Am. Degenerate Boy? thou art my Witneſs, Allah, 
Not fo I ſpent my Youth, and won his Mother; 
Tho much I lov'd, and long Iſigh'd in vain. 
Tis vile and baſe to do a private Wrong: 
When Kings, as Kings, do ill; the Office then 
Muſt juſtify the Man. | 
Viſ. A Believing Monarch, 
Obedient to the Meſſenger of react; 
Can never err. 
Am. Our Prophet, by the Sword, 
F irſt taught the ſtubborn Arabs to believe, 
And writ his Laws in Blood. 
Viſ. He knew Mankind. | 
Nay, yet the Prieſts of all Religions teach, 
Whate'er is done to propagate the F aith, 
Muſt from its End, be good. 
Am. Thus do I ſtand 
\ Acquitted to myſelf; and Scanderbeg, 
| Tho' by Afſaſiimition, juſtly falls. 
To Morrow's Sun ſhall ſhine for me alone. 
Yer, O! my faithful O/min; alPs not well: 
I know nor how, my Spirits kindle not 
As they were wont, when Glory was in View. 


I 
} 


True; 
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True, I rejoice 3 and yet, methinks, my Joy 
Is like the Mirth wrung from a Man in Pain, 
Viſ. Guard, righteous Heaven, thy great Yeo 
eaitne 
Am. The Body ſimpathizes with the Mind; L 
As that with what we love. My Languor may 
Be the Effect of my Helleng's Grief ; 
F live in her. My Pleaſures are improv'd, 
My Pains forgot, when I behold her Face 
The tend'reſt, fondeſt, moſt belov'd of Children, 
Viſ. O] what has happen'd, Sir? 
Am. This Evening, Oſmin, 
When I commanded her to love Amaſie; 
And look upon him, as her future Lord, 
An aſhy Paleneſs ſpread o'er all her Face, 
And guſhing Tears beſpoke her ſtrong Averſion : 
But when t'inhance his Merit I diſcloſed 
The purpos'd Murther of his native Prince; 
Had I pronounc'd the Sentence of her Death, 
Sure leſs had been her Terror and Surprize. 
Kneeling, ſhe call'd on Heav'n and Earth to witneſs 
Her utter Deteſtation of the Fact, | 
And everlaſting Hatred of Amajie, 
His Perſon and Deſign, 
Viſ. Unhappy Princeſs! 
To be compell'd to marry where ſhe hates. Fe” 
Am. O! ſhe abhors him, loaths his very Name 
Vet ſtill her filial Piety prevail'd; | | 


_ She hung upon my Neck; pray d for my Life, 
My Honour, my Succeſs ; and took her leave 
In ſuch endearing Strains, as if ſhe never od; 
Had been to ſee me more. Her moving Softneſs 
Melted my old tough: Heart--- I kifs'd her--figh'd, 

And wept as faſt as ſhe. Our mingled Tears 
Together flow'd down my ſhrunk wither'd Cheeks, 
And trickled from my Beard O ] ſhou'd my Thirſt 
Of Vengeance kill my Child; ſhou'd the CVavoid 
Amaſie, fly to Death---what cou'd ſupport. me? 


| - | | Exeunt. 
rue, Gs SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


A Wood, thr which is ſeen the Chriſtian Camp. 
Enter Hellena and Cleora in Mens Apparel. 


Cle. Where are we Princeſs | ! whither will you wan- 
der ? 

Hel. We've gain'd the arawſh Summit of the 2 
| (tain, 
I hear the neigh of Horſes—Seeſt thou not | 
Thoſe Lights chat glimmer thro' the Trees, Cleora ? 
The Chriſtain Camp's before us. 

Ce. Righteous Aab! the Chriſtian Camp.! 

Hel. * Tis thicher I am bound. | 

Cle. Diſtraction! 

Hel. Jam determined. 

Cle. Hear me, Princets ! 
Once take the Counſel of your faithful Slave, 
And yer return before our Flight be known. 


Hel. O! no, Cleora! I muſt ne&er return. 1 
Cle. Then in your Father's Empire let us ſeek 4 
Some far remote and unfrequented Village; 1 
Where thus difguis'd, you may remain unknown __ 1 
To all, but me; 'till Death ſhall end your Sorrows. H 
Why are you come to find new Dangers here ? Tc 
Alas! I thought you cnly fled Amaſie. 
Hel. Why ſhou'd I fly from him? in his Deſpite En 
I cou'd have died, ev'n in my Father's Arms. ; 
Death, ever at my Call, had been a ſure | G 
Defence from his more loath'd Embraces. Gentle Maid, 
Think it not hard, that I've conceal'd from thee C 
My real Intention, *cill *rwas paſt thy Power, 15 [ 


Hadi chou the Inclination to prevent it. | | 
Cle. Break, break my Hearc, for I've liv'd too long, I} 


Since Fm ſuſpected by my * Miſtreſs. 


Hel: 


aid, 


Ng, 


Hel. 
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Hel. I fear'd thy ſond Affection wou'd have weigh'd 
Each Danger „ too ſcrupulous a Hand, 
I know *cwill ſtrike thee with the laſt Amazement 
To hear I've leſt the Boſom of a Father, 
How e' er ſevere to others kind to me, 
To ſeek his mortal Foe. 
Cle. Your Reaſon's loſt. 
Hel. No; I remember well the Terrors 9 
And count on thoſe to come; both worſe than Death, 
Conſcious of my weak Sex, with all its Fears, 
To paſs by Night thro? Camps of hoſtile Men, 
And urge the Preſence of that awful Prince, 
My Soul in ſecret has ſo long ador'd 
When I ſhall ſee him, ſhou'd his piercing Eye 
Trace me thro' my Diſguiſe O my Cleora ? 
Will not my falt'ring Tongue, my crimſon Cheeks, 
My panting Heart and OO Limbs betray me ? 
What think'ſt thou? Say; ſhall I not die with Shame 
When I] wou'd ſpeak, and leave my Tale untold, 
Cle. Theſe and a Thouſand Difficulties more: 
Oppoſe your Purpoſe 3 then in Time retire. 
Hel. No more; away; my Reſolutions fixt. 
The Glory and the Danger's-both before me, 
And both are mine—you were neceſſary 
To my Eſcape — That's paſt Tis true indeed, 
Your Service has by far excell'd my Bounty: 
Here take theſe Jewels, and go ſeek thy Safety 


I can purſue my Purpoſe by myſel f. 


Enter Paulinus, with a Guard; who come from the farther 
Part of the Stage to the Front and FRG Neuine for Jane 


Time; 


Cle. O how have ] deſerv'd this cruel Ulage i ? 
If I've diſcover'd any Signs of Fear, 
Twas never {or myſell. Go where you lets 
I follow you to Death. 
Hei. Kind, faithful Maid 
Wherefore ſhou'd I iavolve thee | in my Rand 
| G 2 Cle. 
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| Cue. Tis Ruin to forſake you. 
ö Hel. Mine is certain; 
Thou may'ſt have many happy Years to come. 
Pau. Stand, there. — Who are you? Anſwer 
to the Guard. 
Hel. Fatal Surprize ! what muſt we anſwer? 
Cle. Friends, 
Pay, Make it appear--this Inſtant--Give the Word. 


Silent Some Spies ſent from the Sultan's Camp. 
Lett tavour'd by the Darkneſs of the Night, | 
The Traytors ſhou'd Eſcape guard ev'ry Paſſage, 
Hel. Scauderbeg muſt die. (Guards ſurround them) 
Of. Not by the Hand 


It mine can aim aright, thou bloody Villain ! 
[Wounds Hellena, She falls, 
Hel. Untimely Fate! . 


Cle. Where are you? 
Hel. Here on the Earth. 
Cle, You're wounded then ? 
Hel. Alas ! to Death, Cleora. 
Cle. Prophet, I do not charge you with Injuſtice 
But I mult grieve, and wonder Things are thus. 
Hel. Too haſty Death, cou'dſt thou not ſtay a little, 
Little longer; the Buſineſs of my Lite 
Had ſoon been done, and J had come to thee. 
Pau, Moving Sounds ! I fear you've been too raſh, 
Ill fated Youths, who are you, and from whence ? 
What dire Misfortune brought you to this Place? 
Hel, It matters not, who, or from whence we are; 
But as you prize pour Royal Maſter's Life, 
Conduct me to him ſtrait : mine ebbs apace, 
Let on its ſhort Duration his depends. 
Pau. Your Adjuration is of ſuch a Force, 
His own Cormmands wou'd ſcarce oblige me more. 
Sir, II] attend you. 
| Hel. All you fleeting Powers, 
1 Sight, Speech and Motion; O! forſake me not 
1 So near my Journey's End; aſſiſt me to 
1 Perform this only Task, and take your flight for ever. 
1 SCENE 


NE 


From Cæſar and his temporary CHain 


Were all Men vertuous, there would be no Slaves. 
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SCENE IT 
Scanderbeg's Tent, | 
Scan. Degenerate Rome | by godlike Brutus freed 


Your own Ingratitude renew'd thoſe Bonds, 
Beneath whole galling Weight you juſtly periſh'd, 
It Freedom be Heaven's univerſal Gitt, 

Th' unalienable Right of Humankind, 


Deſpotick Power, that Root of Bitterneſs, 

That Tree of Death, that ſpreads irs baleful Arms 
Almoſt from Pole to Pole ; beneath whoſe curſed Shade, 
No good Thing thrives, and ev'ry ill finds Shelter; 
Had found no Time for its deteſted Growth, 

But for the Follies and the Crimes of Men. 

In ev'ry Climate, and in ev'ry Age, 

Where Arts and Arms and publick Virtue flouriſh'd, 
Ambition, dangerous only to itſelf, 

Cruſh'd in its Infancy, ſtill found a Grave 

Where it attempted to erect a Throne. 


Enter Hellena, ſupported by Pavlinus and Cleora; Guards 
following. 


Hel. My Blood flows faſter, and my throbbing Heart 
Beats with redoubled force, now I behold him; 
O take me to thy Arms=—l die Cleora ! (Swoons) 

Pau. He faints z ſupport him, while we ſearch his 

Wound. 

Cle. Away; and touch him not O gracious Prince ! 
If ever pity moved your Royal Breaſt, 

Let all depart except yourſelf and us. 

Scan, Let all withdraw, (Exit Paulinus, Ge. 
Now, gentle Youth, inform me, | 


Why you oppoſe th afliftance of your Friend? 
Cle. 
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Cle. She's gone, She's gone: O Heavens ! She's paſt 
| | (Aſſiſtance. 
Scan. Think what you ſay, and recollect your Reaſon, 
Cle. O mighty Prince ! we are not what we ſeem, 
But hapleſs Women. 
Scan, Ha! 
Cite. Women; and ſure 

The moſt diſtreſs*'d, and wretched of our Sex. 

T'increaſe your Admiration, view this Face. 

Scan, Sure I have known theſe lovely Features well; 

But when, or where, my Recollection fails me. 

Cle. And well it may. O] who cou'd know thee now; 

Never enough deplor'd, unhappy Princeſs. 
Scan. Feartul Suggeſtion ! Sure my Eyes deceive me ! 

Forbid it Heaven, that this ſhou'd be Hellena. 
Hel. Who was it call'd upon the loſt Hellena? 

Scan. Ha! ſhe revives; fly inſtantly for Aid. 
Hel. It was his Voice — falſe Maid, thou haſt be- 
| [tray'd me. 

Stay--whether woud'ſt thou go? Pm paſt all Aid: 

The friendly Hand of Death will quickly cloſe 

Theſe ever ſtreaming Eyes, and end my Shame. 

O Prince! the moft diſtinguiſh'd and belov d 

By righteous Allab, of his Works below; 

You ſee the Daughter of relentleſs Amurath, 

Sunk with her Father's Crimes, o'erwhelm'd with Shame, 

Expiring at your Feet. My Weakneſs ftands 

Confefs'd, but be it ſo I will no more 

Lament my painfull, hopeleſs, fatal Flame, 

Since Heaven ordain'd it for your Preſervation. £ 
Scan. When will my Wonder and my Anguith ceaſe ? 
Hel. Em come to fave you, Prince, from falling by 

A vile Aſſaſſin's Arm; the talſe Amaſſe, - 

Has deeply ſworn your Death; ev'n now he comes 

To plunge his bloody Poniard in your Breaſt. 

Fan. Fatal Miſta ke! what baſe Detractor has 


Traduc'd my Friend; and wrought thee, gen tous 
| { Priaceſs | 


To thy Ruin ? 
| | Zlel. 


9 pores ne q 


1 Tar. S3 
Hel. Doth not the Traytor come 
Here by Appointment ? 
Scan, Ha Bro 
Hel. Whence learnt I that? 
Be not deceiv'd, but guard your precious Life; 
Or I ſhall die in vain. For me this bloody _ 
Enterprize was form'd ; my feeble Charms, 
That wound but where I hate, the Motive to 
T his Crime. | ol | | 
Scan. Juſt Heav'n ! that I cou'd longer doubt it 
Cle. Alas! ſhe's going raiſe her, gently raiſe her. 
Hel. My Head grows dizzy. | 
Scan. Lean it on my Breaſt. 
Hel. This is indeed no Time to ftand on Forms. 
Scan. The Pains, the Agonies of Death are on her ; 
And yet ſhe ſuffers leſs, much leſs, than J. 
What generous Heart can bear it ? 
Hel. Do not grieve : 
And yet methinks your Pity ſooths my Pain. 
Scan. Why wou'dit thou give thy Life to Ranſom 
_ [mine? 
Wou'd I had died, or yet cou'd die, to fave thee. 
Hel. Td not exchange my Death, lamented thus 
And in your Arms, for any other's Life 
Unleſs Althed's. 
Scan, Were Althea here 
She wou'd forget her own ſevere Diſtreſs, 
And only weep for yours. 
Hel, May ſhe be happy ! p 
Yet had you never ſeen her, who can tell, 
You ſometimes might, perhaps, have thought on me. 
Scan. He in my Place who cou'd refrain from Tears { 
Unenvied let him boaſt of his Brutality. 3 
I'm not aſham'd to own myſelf a Man. 5 
Hel. Farewel, Cleora! — weepnot, gentle Maid 
J recommend her, Sir, to your Protection. , | 
And, O victorious Prince; if e'er hereafter 
Conqueſt ſhou'd give my Father to your Sword | 
ben think on me ſuſpend your lifted Arm, | 
And 
| 
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Aud ſpare O ſpare his Life forget your Wrongs; 
Or think them puniined in his Daughter's Loſs. (Dies. 

Scan. Her gentle Soul is fled ; ſhe reſts in peace; 

While we, methinks, like Gratitude and Grief, 
Form'd:by the Sculpture's Art to grace her Urn; 
Moving, tho' lifeleſs ; eloquent, tho' dumb; 
Excite incurious Mortals to explore, | 
Virtues ſo rare, and trace the ſhining Store, 
That cou'd a Life ſo ſhort ſo well ſupply ;_ 

Let mourn with us fuch Excellence ſhow'd die, 


End of the Fourth Abl. 


ACT v. SCENS I 


Chriſtian Camp. 


Enter Scanderbeg : Amaſie in Chains, Paulinus, c. 


UD Love, that fills each honeſt, 


3 J gen rous Breaſt 
1 With double Ardor to excel in 
(Vertue, 

Conclude, thou Wretch ! what 
(Malice firſt begun, 
"had finiſh thee a Villain? Thou 


(wou'dſt die 


We'll diſappoint thee — Live, tortur'd with Guilt, 
A Terror to thyſelf : Or Jer the Sultan, 
The vile Abettor of thy Crimes, reward thee ; 
| We know no Puniſhment to ſuit thy Guilt, | 
This is a Chriſtian Land. Our Laws were made 
For Men, not Monſters ——Take him from my Sight. 
Tis needleſs to repeat that by Hoſtility, (Exit A. 
Of the worſt Kind, our faithleſs Enemies 
Have broke the Truce. We're now again prepar'd 
Once more to prove the Fortune of our Arms ; 
And try by honeft Force, ſeeing all Treaties 
With ſuch perfidious Men are vain, to free 
Our Captive Friends, and drive theſe fierce Deſtroyers 
From Epirus. Paulinus with your Squadrons 

11 | Attack 


e AER OR MII. 
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Attack the Trenches Weſtward of the City, 
T'amuſs the Foe, and draw their Force that way; 
Then Il, with the remaining Troops, aſſault 
Th' Eaſt ; where doubly intrench'd che Royal Tents, 
The Priſon of Althea and her Father, 
Raife their aſpiring Heads. I need not ſay, 
Acquit yourſelves like Men; I know you well; 
Nor ſpur you on with Hopes of promis'd Wealth. 
I have no uſeleſs Stores of hoarded Gold, 
My Revenues, you know, have been the Spoils 
Of vanquiſh'd Foes ; theſe I have ſhar'd amongſt you. 
Wou'd you have more ? Our Enemies have enough : 
Subdue your Foes, and fatisty yourſelves, 
Let each commit himſelf to that juſt Power, 
Who ſtill has been our Guide and ſure Defence. 
Be valiant, not preſumptuous. Seek his Aid, 
Who by our Weakneſs magnifies his Strength. 
Now follow me, my fellow Soldiers, and remember 
Lou fight the Cauſe of Liberty and Truth, ? drawing 
Your Native Land, Aranthes and Althea. & bis Sword. 
All. Huzza! Liberty ! Juſtice! Aranthes and Althea! 


(Excunt. 


SCENE. ©; 
The Sultan's Tent. 
Amurath, X. Aga and an Officer. 


Am. Amaſie's not return'd - ſhou'd he betray me 
And join with Scanderbeg to free the Captives / 
That Officer's his Creature Muſtapha ! 
Reſign Arantbes to the Kiſler Aga 
Conduct him to-Althea. Let Amaſie, 

That unauſpicious Slave, be true or falſe, 
Succeed or periſh, they ſhall ſurely die: 

So tell the Father Hence, you Slaves, be gone. 


Now 


rl Ei 3. wot 4A. 


A TRAGEDY. 67 
Now let me think There muſt have been a Change, 
A Revolution in the Source of Things. 

The former Chain of Beings is diſſolv'd: 

Effects roll backward, and direct their Cauſes, 

And Nature is no more, Thou hoary Wretch, 

Tear thy white Locks, abandon ev'ry 9 
Renounce Humanity and all its Tyes. 

Duty and Virtue, Gratitude and Love, 

Forſook the World, when my Hellena fled. 

May Order ne'er return to bleſs Mankind; 

Let Diſcord rage, ne*er let Affections meet; 

But Parents Curſe, and Children diſobey; 

Or either's Kindneſs be repaid with Hate. 

Till ev'ry Child, and ev'ry Sire on Earth, 

Be in each other curſs'd, as me and min e. 


Enter Viſier. 


Vi. Not yet at Reſt ? 
Am. A Parent and at Reſt! =—— 
Viſ. The Chriſtians have ſtorm'd md the Trandves toward 
the Welt, 
Unleſs our Preſence animate the Troops 
All will be loſt. 
Am, Hellena's loſt already! 
Viſ. Sure Amaſie has faiPd, and Scanderbeg 
Is come upon us to revenge the Attempt. 
An. *Tis well. Wak'd from my Lethargy of Grief, 
yet may reach his Heart. 
Viſ. Regard your Health, 
And leave the Buſineſs of this Night to us; 
A burning Fever rages in your Blood. [Alarm. 
Am. Fame calls me forth. Again I hear her Voice; 
Earth ſhakes, and Heaven reverberates the Sound. 
Affrighted Night firs trembling on her Throne; Like 
Tumult has driven Silence from her Confines, 
And half her Empire's loſt. When Glory calls, 
Shall Age or Sickneſs keep me from the Field ? 
No; in | Spite of both I' die like Amurath yet, 
H 2 
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Like what Þ ve liv'd, a Soldier and a King. 
Vi. He's deſperate and will not be oppos d. 


SCENE III. 
Turkiſh Camp. 


Alarm, Soldiers flying. 


| Soldiers within, Fly, fly; Scanderbeg, Scanderbegz 3 
Z. ly; Hy. 


Enter Amurath and Viſier, meeting the Reut. 


Am. Turn back you Slaves. 
Soldiers within. Fly, fly; Scanderbeg, fly 
Am. Ah! Cowards, Villains! doth his Name affright 
you ? 
Are there ſuch Terrors inan empty Sound ? g | 
And is my Rage contemn'd 2 but you ſhall find 
Death is as certain from my Arm as his. 


Viſ. O ſpare your faithful Slaves! What can Men do 


Againſt a Power, invincible, like Heaven's? 
Am. And muſt it be, like Heaven's, eternal too? 
Vi, Retire, my Lord, into the inner Camp, 

And there ſecurely wait a better Hour: 

For this is the Eprrots. 

Am. Slave, thou lieſt ! 

This Hour is mine: Il triumph o'er him yet. 

This Hour his Friend and Miſtreſs both ſhall die, 

The Royal Brute, tho' in the Hunters Toils, | 

Pierc'd with a thouſand Wounds is ſtill a Lion; 

Dreadful in Death and dang'rous to the laſt. 


SCENE 


[ Exennt, 


Ir 


unt. 


| To trouble born, anticipate their Pains ? 
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| Akbes' [ Apartment, 
Al. Was ever Night like this ? what Terrors have 


[ paſt ? and, O! what Terrors yet ſurround me ? 


A louddeat'ning Sound, that ſeem'd the Voice 
Of a chaſed Multitude, or many Waters 

Vex'd to a Storm, firſt ſpread thro? all the Camp; 
Then Shrieks and Cries and Yellings of Deſpair ; 
Mix'd with the Shouts of Victory and Joy. 

Sure Sleep has left all Eyes, as well as mine. 


Fate is at work; I ſink beneath my Fears. 


Since I have known a Danger worſe than Death 
My Courage has forſook me. 


Eater Aranthes. 


Ha ! who comes 
At this late Hour? Protect me adams Heaven: 
Ar. Why, my Althea ! doſt thou fly thy Father ? 
Al. Sure tis his Voice! O gracious Heaven! it d is, 
It is my Father. Moſt unlook'd for Joy ! 
Ar. Dol once more behold thee, my All bea! 
Al. To whole bleſs'd Bounty do we owe this Meet- 
£ ing ? 
Ar. Thou deareſt earthly Bliſs, this Moment's 8 
No Matter how attain'd ; I have thee now 
In my fond Arms, and wou'd indulge my Joy, 
Nor think how ſoon "twill end. Why ſhou'd poor 


[ Mortals, 


Al, I can't conceal my Fears: If you again 
Mult leave me here, the Sun in all its Courſe, 
Sees not a Wretch ſo loſt as poor Althea. 

Ar. Alas ! why will you urge me to diſcloſe 
What wou'd, tho* I were filent, ſoon be known. 


The 
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The wrathful Sultan has pronounc'd our Death. 
Yes, I am come to die with thee, my Child 
Al. Then we ſhall part no more. 
My Soul's at Peace Forgive, O righteous Heaven 
My weak Diſtruſt of thy Almighty Power, 
Thy Kindneſs and Protection. O my Father! 
I wiſh'd Vhave died alone ; yet at your Death, 
I muſt not, dare not murmur or complain; 
Since Heaven with you permits me to deſcend, 
Pure and unſpotted to the peaceful Grave. 
Ar. Heroick Maid! O moſt exalted Virtue. 
| [ A/ide, 4 
Al. Why do you hide your Face, why turn you from 
me? 


Be not ſurpriz d, nor charge me with Unkindneſs. 

There is my deareſt Father ! one Calamity, 

Tho? ſure but one, by far more dreadful 

Ev'n than thy Death——O ſpeak, ſpeak to me, Sir! 
Ar. Good Heav'a ! my Joy's too great; -I cannot 

(ſpeak, 

Tears muſt relieve me; or my Heart will burſt, | 

I thank thee, Heaven ! I have not liv'd in vain. 

This happy Hour o'erpays an Age of Sorrow, 

My Child ! my Life ! my Soul ! my dear Althea ! 

Thy bright Example fires my Emulation; 

Thou hatt the Start, but mult not bear away 

The Victor's Palm alone, and ſhame thy Father. 

No, my Althea | to that bounteous Hand 

Which made thee what thou art, and made thee mine, 

Without the leaſt Reluctance, I'll reſign thee, —— 

And tee the Tryal comes. 


Enter K. Aga and Mutes. 


Aga. Forgive, fair Princeſs, a devoted Slave, 

| (Kneeling. 
Who knows no Will, but his imperial Lord's; 
No Merit, but Obedience. Cou'd my Tears 
Have mov'd the Sultan, I had been excuſed 
This latal Viſit. : Al. 


if 
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Al. Kiſler Aga, riſe ; 
Spite of thy Office, thou haſt a human Soul. 
What are thy Maſter's Orders? Art thou come 
A ſecond Time to my Deliv'rance ? 
Aga. If 
Death, ſudden, violent and immature, 
Be a Deliverance ; you will ſoon be free. 
Al. To Minds 40 Hes Death ſtrip'd of all its Ter- 
[rors, 
In any Form, at any Hour is welcome. 
Aga. Whether the Sultan, raging for the Loſs 
Of his lov'd Daughter, thinks that other's Pain, 
In the fame Kind, wou'd mitigate his own ; 
Or from ſome other Cauſe, I cannot ſay; 
But he has order'd that the Lady firſt 
Shou'd ſuffer Death, her F . being _ —— 
J ſee you're mov'd. 
Ar. I am: But ' tis with Scorn 
Of your proud Maſter's Impotence and Malice. 
Alas! I'm not to learn my Child is mortal. 
Aga. Theſe eager Blood Hounds growl at my Delay, 
And will, perhaps, accuſe me to the Sultan. 
Al. Obey the Tyrant, let them do their Office. 
Aga. I muſt; but Heaven can tell with what Reluc- 
— { ance. 
The only Favour in my Power to grant, 
Is the ſad Choice of dying by the Bowſtring, 
The fatal Poynard, or this pois'nous Draught. 
Al. Give me the Bowl. Death, this Way ſeems leſs 
[frightful, 
Than from the Hands of rude and barbarous Men. 
Ar, Farewell, my Child ! 
Al. Aſſiſt me with your Prayers. 
Ar. My Prayers have been inceſſant as thy own, 
And both are heard---Fear not---thy Crown's prepar'd ; 
And Heav'n, with all its Glories, lies before thee : 
Millions of Angels wait to guard the Paſſage; 
Thou can'ſt not miſs thy way. 


— . re . 


72 The Cbriſtian H E R O: 


Al. Shou'd Heav'n preſerve youyꝛęꝙo— 
Shou'd you live to fee him? commend me to 


My Lord Fell him, that I die his- That Heaven, 
Which calls me now, is only lov'd beyond him. 

That Pm not loſt---That we ſhall meer AgAIN, — 

Bid him not grieve, — [ Allarm, 


Enter Scanderbeg, &c. 
He flies to Althea. 


Scan. Away you facrilegious Slaves---She lives 
I hive her warm and panting in my Arms—— 

Lift up thy Eyes, dearer to mine than Light 

O let me hear the Mulick of thy Voice, 

Left I ſhou'd doubt I come too late to fave thee, 


And Diſcord ſeize my Soul. 


Al, Sarprize is dumb. 


So ſudden a Tranſition who can bear ? 


My Thoughts were all juſt reconcil'd to Death, | 
But thou haſt call'd them back. The Love of Life, 


That ſcem'd extinguiſh'd in me, now returns, 


O! it there is a Happineſs on Earth, 


Here I mult find it, here and only here. 


Scan. Arantbes too he lives Conſummate Joy 
Ar. And lives by thee, thou glorious happy Youth 
O let me preſs thee in my longing Arms 


My Child too !--- My Althea | —— 


A O my Father 
Ar. Compleat Felicity 
Al. O dangerous Bliſs! (Weeps) 
Scan. Why weeps my Life? 
Al, Some have their Portion here: 
Flatt'ring Proſperity has ruimd Thouſands, 
Whom Death with all its Terrors cou'd not ſhake, 
Scan. Thy __ Fears ſhall guard us from that Fog 
| " "I * 


Al. 


1 
er. 


þ 


Al. 


Muſt I hear this yet be compell'd to live ? 


Scorns to aſſiſt Man 's ſelfiſh, low Revenge: 


A TRIAEeE DU. 
Al. Is not the Glory of both Worlds too much 


For frail, imperfe& Mortals to expect? 


Scan. Our Happineſs, tho? great, is far from perfect; 
Since ſhe, the fair unfortunate Hellena, 
To whom next Heav'n we owe it, is no more. 


T3 


I cannot blame your Tears; this is no time 


To tell the mournful Tale, that muſt when &er, | 
Remember'd, make me fad, tho* crown'd with Victory, 
And in thy Arms, Croia, reliev'd, expects us: 3 
My grateful Subjects will for thy Deliv'rance 

Expreſs more Joy, than that their Foes are fled. 


Enter Paulinus, and the Sultan, Priſoner, 


Pau. Hail glorious King! Your Conqueſt is compleat; 
Behold Ambitious Amurath your Captive, 

Scan, Take off his Chains. 

Am. What Pageantry is this? 

Scan. Sound a Retreat; ſince none reſiſt, let War, 
And Slaughter ceaſe. It grieves my Soul to think 
The Crimes of One ſhou'd coſt Mankind ſo dear. 

Pau. Sir, how will you diſpoſe the cruel Tyrant ? 


Scan. Give him his Liberty, and leave him here 
Till he ſhall think it proper to retire. 


Such of his Subjects as attend him now, 
Or ſhall repair hither to do him Service, 


Shall all be ſafe. His lovely, virtuous Daughter, 
Worthy a better Race and happier Fate, 
Preſerv'd my Life. 


Am. Dogs! Slaves ! will none diſpatch me? 


Scan. Unhappy Man! how will he bear the reſt ? 


When Juftice ſtrikes let guilty Mortals tremble 
And all revere her Power, but none inſult 
The miſerable. Her impartial Sword 


T*avoid her Anger let us ſhun the Thought. 
Be witneſs, Heaven ! I pity and forgive him. 
[ Exeunt Scan. Aran. & Althea. 
1 fn. 
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Am. Can this be true ! Am I caſt down from that 
Majeſtick Height, where like an earthly God, 
For more than half an Age, 1 ſate enthron'd, 
To the abhor'd Condition ot a Slave? 
A pardon'd Slave! What ! live to be forgiven ! 
And all this brought upon me by Hellena 
Sheu'd our Prophet return to Earth and ſwear it 
Fa tell him to his Face that he was perjured. 
Hell wants the Power and Heaven wou'd never curſe 
To that Degree a doating, fond, old Man. 
What make my Child ! my loving, gentle Child ! 
The Inſtrument and Author of my Ruin! 


Enter Viſier Officers and Amaſie, 


Viſ. Beg them to halt; blaſt not a Parent's Eye 
With ſuch a Sight. 

Am. What Sight? but tis no Matter; 
There's nothing left for me to hope or fear. 

Viſ. A mourning Troop of Chriſtians from their Camp 


In folemn Pomp's arriv'd ; who, bath'd in Tears, 
(What En'my cou'd refrain?) attend a Chariot, 


That bears Hellena bleeding, pale and dead. 

Am. Falſe Mahomet ! [ Swmoons. 

Of. Our Royal Maſter's dead 

Viſ. No! he revives; Alas! he's not ſo happy! 

Am, I ſaw Anaſie. 

Viſ. Here the Traytor ſtands, 
By Scanderbeg committed to your Mercy. 

Am. Hellena did prevent me, 

Am. Damn'd Apoſtate | 
ve heard enough and have no time to loſe, - 
See him impal'd alive; we'll let himknow ! 


As much of Hell as can be known on Earth, 
[Exit Amaſie. 


And go from Pain to Pain. 
Where is my Son ? 
Viſ. Fled towards Audrianople 


An. He doth well: 


Death 
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Death has o'ertook me here. Lord of ſo many 

Fair, ſpacious Kingdoms, in a hoſtile Land, 

Oppreſs'd with Age, Misfortunes, Grief and Shame, 
Amurath breaths his laſt ; and leaves his Bones 

To beg from Foes an ignominious Grave. 

Falſe or ungrateful Prophet ! Have I ſpread 

Fell Devaſtation over half the Globe, 

To raiſe thy Creſcent's Pale, uncertain Light, 

Above the Chriſtians glowing, Crimſon Croſs, 

In hoary Age to be rewarded thus ! | 
When the Hungarian King had broke his Faith; 
Diſtreſs'd, to his own Prophet I appeal'd, 

A Stranger, and an Enemy; he did me Right 
Reſtor'd loſt Vict'ry to my flying Troops, 

And gave the perjur'd Monarch to my Sword. 

But I have done— Cov'dft thou repent, there's nothing 
In thy Power worth my Acceptance now. 

Glory, to thee I've liv'd, but pining Grief 

Robs thee of half the Honour of my Death. 

Oſmin, and you my other faithful Chiefs, 

The poor Remains of all the mighty Hoſt 


I brought to this curs'd Siege, this Grave of my Re- 


If you return, and live to ſee my Son, 
Bid him remember how his Father fell ; 
Bid him ne'er ſheath the Sword, 

Till my diminith'd Fame ſhine forth and blaze a new 
In his Revenge-Revenge me-Oh ! Revenge. 


[ Dies. 


Viſ. E.clips'd and in a Storm our Sun is ſet : 
And now, methinks, as when our Prophet fled, 
Terror ſhou'd ſeize on each believing Heart. 

Let ſome inform the King This was his Fate; 


Tiis ours to be left without a Guide. 


Diſperſe, wander, away; our Shephard's loſt. 
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SCENE the Tat 


Enter Scan. Aran. Althea, Pau. and Guard, 


Scan. That you are free and happy I LOI, 
If I have faithfully diſcharged my Truſt 
Im well rewarded here. 

Pau. O royal Sir! 

Your Happineſs is ours; this virtuous Princeſs 
An equal Bleſſing to your ſelf and People. 

2d Off. To ſay each Subject loves you as himſelf, 

Is leſs than Truth : We love you as we ought ; 
As a free People ſhou'd a Patriot King. 

Scan. This is to reign; this is to be a King. 
Who can controul his Power, who rules the Will 
Of thoſe o'er whom he reigns? or count his Wealth, 
Who has the Hearts of Subjects that abound. 
Was ever Prince fo abſolute as I ? 

Pau. Or ever Subjects ſo intirely free ? 

Whoſe Duty's Intereſt, and Obedience Choice. 

Scan. For this alone was Government ordain'd ;? 
And Kings are Gods on Earth but while, like Gods, 
They do no ill, but reign to bleſs Mankind. 

May proud, relentleſs Amuraths Misfortunes 

Teach future Monarchs to avoid his Crimes. 

Thi impious Prince, who does all Laws diſown, 

Yet claims from Heaven a Right to hold his Throne, 
Blaſphemes that Power, which rizhteous Kings obey ; 
For Juſtice and Mercy bound even th Almighty's Sway. 


End of the F. oy Ad. 
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Mrs. CLIF E. 


HE ſerious Bus neſs of the Night being over, 
12250 Ladies, your Opinion of our Lover? 
Will you allow the Man deſerves the Name, 
bo quits bis Miſtreſs to preſerve--hisFame ? 
And what was Fame in that Romantick Ages. 
— But ſure ſuch Whims ne er were but on the 


| 0 | Stages 
A Stateſman rack his Brains, a Soldier fight — 

Merely to do an injur d People Rigblt..— + 
What | ſerve his Country, and get nothing by 't ! 


Why, ay, ſays Bays, George Caſtriot was the Man; 
'Tis @ known Truth—— Believe him thoſe who can. 
Not but weve Patriots too, tho! I am told 

There's a vaſt Diff rence *twixt the new and old. 
Say, theirs cou'd fight, I'm ſure that ours can — ſcold. 
But to the Glory of the preſent Race, | 

No ſtubborn Principles their Worth debaſe; 

Patriots when out, are Courtiers when in Place. 

So, vice verſa, turn a Courtier out, 

No Weather-Cock more ſwiftly veers about. 

His Country now, good Man | claims all bis Care. 
Who'd fee it plunder'd * that's deny'd his Share. 


dince 


Since Courtiers and Anticourtiers both have ſhown 
Wat by the Publick Good they mean their own ; 
What if each Briton, in his Private Station, 
Should try to bilk thoſe, who imbroil the Nation; 
Quit either Faction, and, like Men, unite 
To do their King and injured Country Right : 
Both have been wrong' d: Prevent their guilty Joy, 
Who wou'd your mutual Amity deſtroy. : 
Wau'd you preſerve your Freedom? guard his Throne, 
Mbo makes your Peace and Happineſs his own. 
Wou'd you be grateful ? let your Monarch know 
Which Way you wwou'd be beft, and make him ſo. 


But ſoft | methinks, I hear ſome Fops complain; 

Who came prepared to give the Ladies Pain, 

That they have dreſs d and ſpent—=Gad's Curſe—three Hours 
in Vain, 

No Hints obſcene, improved by their broad Stare, 

Have given Confuſion to the tortured Fair. 

We own the Charge, Let Monſieur Harlequin 

And bis irim Troop your looſe Applauſes win : 

Too much already has each modeſt Ear 

Been there inſulted ; we'll prote them here. 
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Written by Henry Feilding, Eig | 
Spoken by Mr. Roberts. 


| + HE tragic Muſe has long forgot to pleaſe 
With . la” : pcm or with F letcher”s 
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No Paſſion — 5 2D 5 515 . N 3ou 109 
Charm'd with the Poet's Language, or bis Wit. 
Fine Things are ſaid, no matter whence they ny 


Each ſingle Character might ſpeak them: all. 


But ſrum this modern faſhionable Nay, 
To Night, our Author begs your Leave {dings 
No fuſtian Mero rages here to Night ; 

No Armies fall, to fix a Tyrant's Right: 

From lower Life we draw our Scene's Diſtreſs : 
Let not your Equals move your Pity leſs ! 
Virtue diftreſt in bumble State ſupport 57 
Nor thint, ſbe never lives without the C ear, 5 


Tbe* to our Scenes no Royal Robes belag 
And tho our little Stage as yet be young, 
Throw both your Scorn and Prejudice aſide, 
Let us with Favour, not Contempt be tryd ; 
Thre the firſt Ads a kind Attention lend, 
The growing Scene ſhall force you to attend; 
Shall catch the Eyes. of every tender Fair, 
And make them charm their Lovers with @ Tear. 
The Lover too by Pity ſhall impart 
His tender Paſſion to his fair One's Heart : 

The Breaſt which others Anguiſh cannot move, 
Was n&er the Seat of Friendſhip, or of Love. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 
Old Wilmot. Mr. Roberts. 
Young Wilmot. Mr. Davis. 
Euſtace. | Mr. Wooburn. 
Randal. Mr. Blakes. 
WOMEN. 
Aenes, Wife to old V/ilmot. Mrs. Charke. 
Charlot. | Miſs Jones. 


Maria. Miſs Karver. 
Viſiters Men ayd Women. 
SCEN E, Penryn in Cornwall. 
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Far Curios 1 N 


ACT L SCENE IL 


A rom in Wilmot's houſe. 
Old Wilmot alone. 


2 0 HE day is far advanced; the chearful fun 
| Purſues with vigour his repeated courſe ;; 
| No labour leſs'ning, nor no time decaying 
His ſtrength, or ſplendor : Evermore the ſame, 
From age to age his influence ſuſtains Þ 
| Dependent worlds, beſtows both life and motion 
On the dull maſs that forms their duſky orbs, 
Chears them with heat, and gilds them with hisbright- 
nels, 
Yet man, of jarring elements 4 
Who poſts from change to change, from the firſt hour 
Of his frail being till his diſſolution, 
Enjoys the ſad prerogative above 1 | 
To think, and to be wretched What is life, 
| To him that's born to die! or what that wiſdom 
Whoſe perfection ends, in knowing we know e 
Meer contradiction all! A tragick farce, 
Tedious tho? ſhort, and without art m 
Ridiculouſly fad | 
. Pr Randal. 
Where haſt been, Randal ? | 
Rand. Not out of Penryn, (ir ; but to the amn 
To hear what news from Falmouth ſince the ſtorm 
Of wind laſt night. 4 
O. Wilm. Je Webb dead Rene 2 
EKand. Some found'1 it 10, A noble ſhip from India 
3 e DOA menen c 
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Ent'ring in the harbour, W rock, 7 | 
And there was loſt; - EN 1 
O. Vim. What came of thoſe on board her? 
Rand. Some few art ſaved, but much the greater 
„ 3 
*Tis thought; are periſhed, © © © 
O. Wilm. They are paſt the fear 
Of future tempeſts, or a wreck on ſhore 3 
Thoſe who eſcaped, are ſtill expoſed to both. 
Rand. But Pve heard news, much ftranger than 1 
ſhip-wrack 
Here in Cornwall. The 3 Sir Valter Rakigh, 
Being arrived at Plymouth from Guiana, 
A moſt unhappy voyage, has been betray*d | 
By baſe Sir Lewis S;ukeley, his own kinſman, 
And ſciz'd on by an order from the court; 
And 'tis reported, he muſt loſe his head, 
. To ſatisfy the Spaniards. 
O0. Wilm. Not unlikely; | 
His martial genius does not ſuit the times. 
There's now no inſolence that Spain can offer, 
But to the ſhame of this pacifick rein. 
Poor England muſt ſubmit to Gallant man! 
Poſterity perhaps may do thee juſtice, 
And praiſe thy courage, learning and i i 9] 
When thou'rt paſt hearing: Thy ſucceſsful enemies, 
Much ſooner paid, have their reward in hand, 
And know for what they labour d. Such events 
Muſt, queſtionleſs, excite all thinking men, 
To love and practiſe virtue! | 
| Rand. Nay ; tis certain, | 
That virtue ne'er appears ſo like itſelf, 
So truly bright and great, as when oppreſt. 
O. Vilm. I underſtand no riddles.— Where's your 
Miſtreſs? | Rand. 
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Rand. I ſaw her pals the Hi gb-ſerect ewards the 
minſter. 7 
O. Wiln. She's gone to viſit Charlot-—Shedoch well. 
In the ſoft boſom of that gentle maid. 
There dwells more goodneſs, than the rigid race 
Of moral pedants, er believ'd, or _— A. 0 
With what amazing conſtancy and trum, | 
| Doth ſhe ſuſtain the abſence of our ſon, 11 
Whom more than lite ſhe loves! How fhun for him, 
Whom we ſhall ne'er ſee more, the rich and ry 0 
Who own her charms more than ſupply the want 
Of ſhining} heaps, and ſigh to make her happy. 
Since our misfortunes, we have ound no friend. 
None who regarded our diſtreſs, but her; 
And ſhe; by what I have obſerved of late, 
Is tired, or exhauſted—curſt Condition 
To live a burden to one only friend, 
And blaſt her youth with our contagious woe 
Who that had reaſon, foul, or ſenſe would bear. it 
A moment longer Then this honeſt wretch 
| mult diſmiſs him Why ſhould I detain, 
A grateful, gen'rous. youth to periſh with me? 
His ſervice may procure him bread elſewhere, 
Tho? I have none to give him .—Prithee, Randal! 
} How long haſt thou been with me? 
es, Rand.” Fifteen years. «ts 
| was a very child when firſt you ao me: 
ts 1owait upon your ſon, my dear young maſter | 
| oft have wiſh'd, I'd gone to India with him; 
Tho* you, deſponding, give him Oer for loſt. - 


Old Wilmor ipes bis eyes.] 
Lam to 2s eee talk revives your ſorrow 
For his abſence. 
our O. * How can 1 that be reviv'd,.. Aid 
and. aN WED Which 
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Which never died ? 
Rand. The whole of my intent 
Was to confeſs your bounty, that ſupplied 
The loſs of both my parents : I was long 
The object of your charitable care. | 
O. Wilm. No more of that: Thou'ſt ſerved me 
| longer fince | 
Without reward ; ſo that account is balanced, 
Or rather Pm thy debtor I remember, 
When poverty began to ſhow her face 
Within theſe walls, and all my other ſervants, 
Like pamper'd vermin from a falling houſe, 
Retreated with the plunder they had gain'd, 
And left me, too indulgent and remiſs 
For ſuch ungrateful wretches, to be cruſh'd 
Beneath the ruin they had helped to make, 
That you, more good than wiſe, refuſed to leave me. 


Rand. Nay, I beſeech you, fir l— T 1 
O. Wilm. With my diſtreſs, | | By 
In perfect contradiction to the world, W 
Thy love, reſpect and diligence increaſed; Fa 
Now all the recompence within my power, | | 
Is ro diſcharge thee, Randal, from my hard, As 
Unprofitable ſervice. * Of 
Rand. Heaven! forbid. * Iſt 
Shall I forſake you in your worſt neceflity ?— A: 
Believe me, ſir! my honeſt ſoul abhors If t 
The barb*rouws thought. Do! 
O. Wilm. What! canſt thou feed'on air? | © 1 
J have not left where with to purchaſe food Of: 
For one meal more. No 
Rand. Rather than leave you thus, 5 | But 
Fil beg my bread, and live on others _—_— Thi 


While 1 ſerve you. * a And 
O. 2 
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O. Wilm. Down, down my ſwelling heart, | 
Or burſt in ſilence: *Tis thy cruel fate 

Inſults thee by his kindneſs— He is innocent 

Of all the pain it gives thee——Go thy ways 
I will no more ſuppreſs thy youthful hopes 


Of riſing in the world. 


Rand. Tis true; Pm young, 

And never tried my fortune, or my genius; 

Which may perhaps find out ſome happy means, 

As yet unthought of, to ſupply your wants. 0 
O. Vilm. Thou tortur'ſt 2 hate al obliga ; 

tions 

Which I can ne'er return - And who art thou, 

That I ſhou'd ſtoop to take em from thy hand! 

Care for thy ſelf, but take no thought for me ; 

I will not want thee trouble me no more. 

Rand. Be not offended, fir! and I will go. 

I ne*er repined at your commands before; 

But, heaven's my witneſs! I obey you no-) 

With ſtrong reluctance, and a heavy heart: 

Farewel, my worthy maſter! a 
O. Wilm. Farewel Stay 87-40 

As thou art yet a ſtranger to the world, 

Of which alas! I've had too much experience, 

I ſhou'd, methinks, before we part, beſtow _ 

A little counſel on thee—Dry thy eyes 

If thou weep'ſt thus, I ſhall procced no farther, 

Doſt thou «ſpire to greatneſs, or to wealth, 

Quit os and the unprofitable ſearch 

Of wiidom there, and ſtudy human kind: 

No ſcience will avail thee without that 


But that obtain'd, thou need'ſt not any other, 


This will inſtruct thee to conceal thy views, 


And wear the face of probity and honour, 82 
B TI 


[+ 
U 


Bure grief has made him frantick, or ſome fiend 


High- minded he was ever, and improvident; 
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Till thou haſt gain'd thy end; which muſt be ever 
Thy own advantage, at that man's expence 


Who ſhall be weak enough to think thee honeſt. 


Rand. You mock me, ſure. 
O. Wilm. I never was more ſerious. 
Rand. Why ſhould you counſel what you Women 
to practiſe? 
O. Mili. Becauſe that fooliſh ſcorn * been my 
ruin. 
Pve been an idiot, but would have thee wiſer, 


And treat mar kind, as they would treat thee, Randal, 


As they deſerve, and Pve been treated by em. 
Thou'ſt ſeen by me, and thoſe who now deſpiſe me, 
How men of fortune fall, and beggars riſe 3 
Shun my example; treaſure up my precepts ; - 
The world's before thee—bea knave, and proſper. 
What art chou dumb ? [Alter a long pauſe. | 
Rand. Amazement ties my tongue. 
Where are your former principles? | 
O. Vilu. No matter; 
Suppoſe I have renounced *em : I have 8 
And love the ſtillʒ therefore would have thee think, 
The world is all a ſcene of deep deceit, 
And he who deals with mankind on the ſqugre, 
Is his own bubble, and undoes himſelf. [Exit.] 
Rand. Is this the man, I thought ſo wiſe and juſt? 
What teach, and counſel me to be a villain! 


W 


Aſſum'd his ſhape—I ſhall ſuſpect my ſenſes. 


But pitiful and generous to a fault: 
Pleaſure he loved, but honour was his idol. 
O fatal change! O herrt# trans formation 5 
So a 9 temple — ruin, 


Becomes 
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Becomes the loathſome ſhelter and abode 
Of lurking ſerpents, toads, and beaſts of prey; 
And ſcaly dragons hiſs, and lions roar, | 
Where wiſdom taught, and muſick charm'd before. 
| SG S B34 555 
A parlour in Charlot's houſe. 
Enter Charlot and Maria. 
Char. What terror and amazement muſt _ feel 
Who die by ſhip-wrack 1 | | 
Mar. *Tis a dreadful choukhe! | 
Char. Ay; is it not, Maria! to deſcend, 
Living and conſcious, to that watry tomb? 
Alas! had we no ſorrows of our own, 
The frequent inſtances of others woe, 
Muſt give a gen'rous mind a world of pain. 
But you forget you promiſed me to ſing. 
1 Tho” chearfulneſs and I have long been ſtrangers, 
Harmonious ſounds are ſtill delightful to me. 
There is in melody a ſecret cham 
That flatters, while it adds to my diſquiet, 
And makes the deepeſt ſadneſs the moſt pleaſing. 
k, There's ſure no paſſion in the human foul, 
But finds its food in muſick I wou'd hear 
The ſong compoſed by that unhappy maid, 
A Whoſe faithful lover ſcaped a thouſand be ke 
& ? From rocks, and ſands, and the devouring 90 = 
And after all, being arrived at home, 
Paſſing a narrow brook, was drowned 8 
| And periſhed 1 in her ſight. 
SONG. 1 
Mar. Ceaſe, ceaſe, — teur; 
Adieu, you' flatPrivig fears, 12 
- Which fue long tedions years 
| 5 Tau bi me to bear. | 
mes * 3 3 2 Tears 
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Tears are for lighter woes; 
Fear no ſuch danger knows, 
As fate remorſeleſs ſhows, 
| Endleſs deſpair. 
Dear cauſe of all my pain, 
On the wide ſtormy main, 
7 hou waſt preſerved in vain, 
Typo flill adored ; 
Had. ſt thou died there unſeen, 
My blaſted eyes had been 
Saved from the horrid'ſt ſcene 
Maid &er deplored. 
[Charlot finds a letter. 
Char, What's this ?----A letter ſuperſcribed to me! 
None could convey it here but you, Maria. 
Ungen'rous, cruel maid ! to uſe me thus! _ 
To join with flatt'ring men to break my peace, 
And perſecute me to the laſt retreat! 
Mar. Why ſhould i it break your peace, to hear the 
r 
Of honourable love, and know the effects 
Of your reſiſtleſs charms? This letter is 


Char. No matter whence return it back unopen'd: 


I have no love, no charms but for my Wilmot, 
Nor would have any. 
Mar. Sirange infatuation ! 
Why ſhould you waſte the flower of your a 
In fruitleſs expetation———//ilmot's dead; 
Or living, dead to you. 
Char. P11 not deſpair, 
Patience ſhall cheriſh hope, nor - wrong his benen 
By unjuſt ſuſpicion, I know his truth, _ 
And will preſerve my own.. But to prevent 
All future, vain, officious importunity, 
Know, 
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Know, thou inceſlant foe of my repoſe, - 
Whether he ſleeps ſecure from mortal cares, 
In the deep boſom of the boiſtrous main, 
Or toſt with tempeſts, ſtill endures its rage; 
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land 
Has found an end, and he now reſts in peace 
In earth's cold womb, or wanders ener face; * 
Be it my lot to waſte, in pining grief 
The remnant of my days ſor his known loſs, 
Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt, 
No ſecond choice ſhall violate my vows : 4 
High heaven, which heard them, and abhors the per 
8 
Can witneſs, they v were made without reſerve; 
Never to be retracted, neꝰ er diſſolved 
By accidents or abſence, time or debe | 
Mar. 1 A and long have known, my honeſt 
Zeal 
To ſerve you gives offence——Bur be 3 
This is no time for flatt*ry Did your vows - 
Oblige you to ſupport his gloomy, proud, 
Impatient parents, to your utter ruin 
You well may weep to think on what you've done. 
Cbar. I weep to think that I can do no more 
For their ſupport What will become 1 em. 
The hoary, helpleſs, miſerable pair! 1 
Mar. Then all theſe tears, this 3 is for 8 
Char. Taught by afflictions, I have learn'd to bear 
Much greater ills than poverty with patience. : 
When luxury and oſtentation's baniſh'd, 
The calls of nature are but few ; and thoſe 
Theſe hands, not uſed to labour, may ſupply. 
But when I think on what my friends muſt ſuffer, 
* ſpirits fail, and I'm o'eryhelm'd with grief. 
Mar. What 


N et e een RO * - 


* 
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Humility, Pm richer for my loſs. 


Tho petiſhing with want, fo far from aſking, 
She neꝰer receives a favour uncompelled, 8 


She wants me gone, and Iabhor her fight, ¶ Ex. Mar. 
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Mar. nN 'd blame, RE 


mire, 
And mourn for you, as you lament for them. 
Your patience, conſtancy, ang — 
Merit a better fate. 
Char. S0 pride would tell me, Reit 
And vain ſelf- love, but I believe them not: 1 
And if by wanting pleaſure I have gained 


Mar. You have the heavenly art, ſtill to improve 
Your Mind by all events—But here comes one, 
Whoſe pride ſcems to increaſe with her misfortunes. 

| Enter Agnes. 
Her faded dreſs unfaſhionably fine, 
As ill conceals her poverty, as that 
Strain'd complaiſance her haughty, ſwelling d 


And while ſhe ruins, ſcorns to be obliged : 


Char. This viſits kind. 
Aegn. Few elſe would think it ſo: 
Thoſe who would once have thought themſelves muck 
honoured 
By the leaſt favour, tho? twere hut a look, 
I could have ſhewn them, now refuſe to ſee me. 
*Tis Miſery enough to be reduced 
To the low level of the common herd, 
Who bornto'begg*ry, envy all above them; 
But tis the curſe of curſes, to endure - 
The inſolent contempt of thoſe'we ſcorn. 
Char. By fcorning, we provoke them to contempt: ; 
And thus offend, and ſuffer in our turns: 25 


We muſt have patience. e e 
An. No, 


"pt 3 


No, 
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Agn. No, I ſcorn them yet. | #3 
But there's no end of ſuff' ring: Who can fay 
Their ſorrows are compleat? My wretched huſband, 
Tired with our woes, mics wade wana Abe 
Grows ſick of life. Sag 
| Char. May gracious heaven ſupport him} 

Agn: And, urged by indignation and copay, 
Would plunge into eternity at once, 
By foul ſelf-murder : His fixed love for me, 
Whom he would fain perſuade to ſhare his fate, 
And take the ſame, uncertain, dreadful mn, 
Alone withholds his hand. | 

Char. And may it ever! 

Aen. I've known with him the two extremes of life, 
The higheſt happineſs, and deepeſt woe, 
With all the ſharp and bitter aggravations 


Of ſuch a vaſt tranſition—Such a fall 


In the decline of life !—I have as quick, 
As exquiſite a ſenſe of pain as he, 


| And wou'd do any thing, but die, to end it ; 


But there my courage fails Death is the worſt 
That fate can bring, and cuts off ev'ry hope. 
Char, We muſt not chuſe, but ſtrive to bear our lot 

Without reproach, or guilt : But by one act 
of deſperation, we may overthrow “r, 9 
The merit we've been raiſing all our days 
And lofe our whole reward—And now, methinks, 
Now more than ever, we have cauſe to fear, A 
And be upon our guard. The hand of heaven 
Spreads clouds on clouds o'er our benighted heads, 
And wrapt in darkneſs, doubles our diſtreſs. 
Lhad, the night laſt paſt, repeated twice, 
A ſtrange and awful dream: I would not yiad 
55 A ſuperſtition, nor ati "> 

The 
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The admonition of a friendly power 
That wiſhed my good. 

Au. I've certain plagues enough, 
Without the help of dreams, to make me —j4 

Char. I wou'd not ſtake my happineſs or duty 
On their uncertain credit, nor on aught 
But reaſon, and the known decrees of heaven. 
Yet dreams have ſometimes ſhewn events to come, 
And may excite to vigilance and care, 
In ſome important hour; when all our weakneſs 
Shall be attacked, and all our ſtrength be needful, 
To ſhun the gulph that gapes for our deſtruction, 
And fly from guilt, and everlaſting ruin. 
My viſion may be ſuch, and ſent to warn us, 
Now we are tried by multiplied afflictions, 
To mark each motion of our ſwelling hearts, 
And not attempt to extricate ourſelves, 
And ſeek deliverance by forbidden ways: 
But keep our hopes and innocence entire, 
Till we're diſmiſt to join the happy dead 
In that bleſs'd world, where tranſitory pain 
And frail imperfect virtue, is rewarded 
With endleſs pleaſure and conſummate joy, 
Or heaven relieves us here. 

An. Well, pray proceed; 
You've rais'd my curioſity at leaſt. 

Char. Methought, I fate, in a dark winter's night, 
My garments thin, my head and boſom bare, | 
On the wide ſummit of a barren mountain; 
Defenceleſs and expoſed, in that high region, 

Io all the cruel rigors of the ſeaſon, 
The ſharp bleak winds pierced thro my en 
frame, 


And ſtorms of n and Next, and driving rains 
Beat 
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Beat with impetuous fury on my head. 
Drench'd my chill'd limbs, and pour'd a —_ 
round me. | 
On one hand, ever gentle patience fate, 
On whoſe calm boſom I reclin'd my head; 
And on the other, filent contemplation. | 
At length, to my uncloſed and watchful eyes, 
That long had roll'd in darkneſs, and oft raiſed 
Their chearleſs orbs towards the ſtarleſs ſky, 
And fought for light in vain, the dawn appeared 4 
And I beheld a man, an utter ſtranger, 4% TI 
But of a graceful and exalted mein, | 
Who preſs'd with eager tranſport to embrace me. 
I ſhunn'd his arms But at ſome words he ſpoke, 
Which I have now forgot, I turn'd again, 
But he was gone—And oh! tranſporting ſight! 
| Your ſon, my deareſt F/ilmot ! filld his place. 
An. It 1 regarded dreams, I ſhould expect 
Some fair event from yours: I have heard nothing 
That ſhould alarm you yet. | v7 
Char. But what's to come, 
Tho? more obſcure, is terrible indeed, 
Methought we parted ſoon, and when I ſought him, 
You and his father Ves, you both were there 
Strove to conceal him from me: I purſued 
You with my cries, and calbd on heaven and earth 
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal 
Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot !— 
Agn. Unleſs you mean Y affront me, ſpare the reſt, 
'Tis juſt as likely Vilmot ſhould return, 45 
As we become your foes. : 
Char. Far be ſuch rudeneſs - 
From Charlot's thoughts: But when I heard you name 
Self · murder, it reviv*d the frightful image of ſuch 2 
- dreadful ſcens, OC gn. You 
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Au. You will perſiſt ! 
Char. Excuſe me; I have done. Being a Dream, 

I thought, indeed, it cou'd not give offence. 
Agn. Not when the matter of it is offenſive 

You cou'd not think ſo, had you thought at all; 

But I take nothing ill from thee Adieu; 

I've tarried longer than I firſt intended, 

And my 0 huſband mourns the while alone. 

[ Exit Agnes. 
Char. She's gone abruptly, and I fear diſpleas'd. 

The leaſt appearance of advice or caution, 

Sets her impatient temper in a flame. 

When grief, that well might humble, ſwells our pride, 

And pride increaſing, aggravates our grief, 

The tempeſt muſt prevail till we are loſt, 


When heaven, incenſed, proclaims unequal war 
With guilty earth, and ſends its ſhafts from far, 
No bolt deſcends to ſtrike, no flame to burn 
The humble ſhrubs that in low valleys mourn ; 
While mountain pines, whoſe lofty heads aſpire 
To fan the ſtorm, and wave in fields of fire, 
And ſtubborn oaks that yield not to its force, 
Are burnt, o' erthrown, or ſhiver'd in its courſe, 
| SCENE II. 

_ The town and port of Penryn. 

Enter Young Wilmot and Euſtace in Indian habits. 

I. Vilm. Welcome, my friend! to Penryn: Here 
were ſafe. 

Euſt. Then we're deliver d twice; firſt from the ſea, 
And then from ſavage men, who, more xemorſeleſs, | - 
Prey on ſhipwreck'd n and * and murder 

thoſe 
Whom * * and Gevoain waves, 
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In all their fury, ſpar'd. pen I 
FJ. Wilm. It is a ſcandal; ö 
Tho? malice muſt acquit the better ſort, 
The rude unpoliſht people here in Cornwall 
Have long laid under, and with too much juſtice : 
Cou'd our ſuperiors find ſome happy means | 
To mend it, they would gain immortal honour. 
For *tis an evil grown almoſt inv'terate, 
And aſks a bold and ſkilful hand to cure. 

Euſt. Your treaſure's ſafe, I hope. 

V. Wilm. *Tis here, thank heaven 
Being in jewels, when I ſaw our danger, 
I hid it in my boſom. ; 

Euſt. 1 obſerved you, 
And wonder how you could command your thoughts 
In ſuch a time of terror and confuſion. 

Y. Wilm. My thoughts were then at home 0 

England] England 
Thou ſeat of plenty, liberty and health, 
With tranſport I behold thy verdant fields, 
Thy lofty mountains rich with uſeful ore, 
p hy numerous herds, thy flocks, and SY 
ſtreams : 
After a long and been e Euſtace ! 
With what delight we breath our native air, 
And tread the genial ſoil that bore us firſt. 
*T'is ſaid, the world is ev'ry wiſe man's country; 
Vet after having view'd its various mim, 
Pm weak enough ſtill to prefer my own + 
To all I've ſeen beſide—You ſmile, my friend ! 
And think, perhaps, *tis inſtin& more than reaſon : 
Why be it ſo. Inſtin& preceded reaſon - 
In the wiſeſt of us all, and may ſometimes 
Be much the better guide. But be it either; 

1 = BY muſt 
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I muſt confeſs, that even death itſelf 
Appeared to me with twice its native horrors, 
When apprehended in a foreign land. 
Death is, no doubt, in ev'ry place the ſame z 
Yet obſervation muſt convince us, moſt men, 
Who have it in their power, chuſe to expire 
Where they firſt drew their breath. 

Euſt. Believe me, Wilmot ! 
Your grave reflections were not what I ſmil'd at 
I own their truth. That we're return'd to England 
Affords me all the pleaſure you can feel 
Merely on that account: Yet I muſt think 
A warmer paſſion gives you all this tranſport. 

You have not wander'd, anxious and impatient, 
From clime to clime, and compaſt fea and land 
To purchaſe wealth, only to ſpend your days 
In idle pomp, and luxury at home : 
I know thee better : Thou art t brave and wiſe, 
And muſt have nobler aims. | 
F. Vim. O Euſtace! Euſtace 1 
Thou knoweſt, for I've confeſt to thee, I love; 

But having never ſeen the charming maid, 
Thou canſt not know the fierceneſs of my flame. 
My hopes and fears, like the tempeſtuous ſeas 
That we have paſt, now mount me to the ſkies, 
Now hurl me down from that ſtupendous height, 
And drive me to the center. Did you know 
How much'depends on this important hour, 
You wou'd not be ſurprized to ſee me thus. 
The ſinking fortune of our ancient houſe, 
Which time and various accidents had waſted, 
Compelled me young to leave my native country, 
My weeping parents, and my lovely Charlot; 

Who ruled, and muſt for ever rule my late, 


How 


— Rags Ne ch hc 
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How I've improved, by care and honeſt commerce, 
My little ſtock, you are in part a witneſs. 

Tis now ſeven tedious years, ſince I ſet forth; 
And as th' uncertain courſe of my affairs 
Bore me from place to place, I quickly loſt -; 
The means of correſponding with my friends. i 
—O! ſhowd my Charlot ! doubtful of my truth, 
Or in deſpair ever to ſee me more, 
Have given herſelf to ſome more happy. lover! 
Diſtraction's in the thought Or ſhou'd my parents, 
Grieved for my abſence and oppreſt with want, 
Have ſunk beneath their burden, and expired, 
While I too late was flying to relieve them; 
The end of all my long and weary travels, _ ; 
The hope, that made ſucceſs itſelf a bleſſing, 
Being defeated and for ever loſt; 
What were the riches of the world to me? 8 
Euſt. The wretch who fears all chat is poſſible, 

Muſt ſuffer more than he who feels the worſt 

A man can feel, who lives exempt from fear. 

A woman may be falſe, and friends are mortal; 
And yet your aged parents may be living, 

And your fair miſtreſs conſtant. N 

Y. Vilm. True, they may; 

I doubt, but I deſpair not No, my friend! 
My hopes are ſtrong and lively as my fears, 

And give me ſuch a proſpect of my nn. 

As nothing but fruition can exceed: 
They tell me, Charlet is as true as fair, 
As good as wiſe, as paſſionate as chaſte 3 _ 
That ſhe with fierce impatience, like my own, - 
Laments our long and painful ſeparation 
That we ſhall meet, never to part again; 

That I ſhall ſee my parents, kiſs the tears 
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From their pale hollow cheeks, chear their ſad hearts, 
And drive that gaping phantom, meagre want, 
For ever from their board; crown all their days 
To come with peace, with pleaſure, and abundance , 
Receive their fond embraces and their bleſſings, 
And be a bleſſing to em. 

Euſt. Tis our weakneſs : « 
Blind to events, we reaſon in the dark, 
And fondly apprehend what none e' er found, 

Or ever ſhall, pleaſure and pain unmixt ; 

And flatter, and torment ourſelves, by turns, 
With what ſhall never be. 

V. Vilm. V1! go this inſtant 
To ſeek my Charlot, and explore my fate. 

Euſt. What in that foreign habit! 

Y. Wilm. That's a trifle, © 

Not worth my thoughts. 

Euſt. The hardſhips you've inns, 
And your long ſtay beneath the burning zone, 
| Where one eternal ſultry ſummer reigns, _ J 
Have marr'd the native hue of your complexion : 
Methinks you look more like a ſun-burnt Indian, 
Than a Briton. 

V. Wilm. Well*tis no matter, Euftace ! 
I hope my mind's not alterꝰd for the worſe ; 
And for my outſide—But inform me, friend 
When I may hope to ſee you. 

Euſt. When you pleaſe : 
Yow'll find me at the inn. | 

Y. Viln. When I have learnt my doom, expect 

me there. 
Till then, farewel ! 

Euſt. Farewel! Succeſs attend you! [Ex. Euſtace 

Y. Wilm. « We flatter, and tarment ourſelves, by 


y 
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« With what ſhall never be.” Amazing folly ! 

We ſtand expoſed to many unavoidable 

Calamities, and therefore fondly labour 

T increaſe their number, and inforce their weight, 
By our fantaſtick hopes and groundleſs fears. 


For one ſevere diſtreſs impoſed by fate, 
What numbers doth tormenting fear create ? 

- Peceived by hope, Ixion like, we prove 
Immortal joys, and ſeem to rival Fove ; 
The cloud diſſolv'd, impatient we complain, 
And pay for fancied bliſs ſubſtantial pain. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
Charlot*s houſe. 


Enter Charlot thoug hifu ; and ſoon after Maria from 
the other fide. | 


Mar. Madam, a ſtranger in a foreign habit 
Deſires to fee you. | 
Char. In a foreign habit 92 738 
Tis ſtrange, and unexpected But admit him. 
[Exit Maria.] 
Who can this ranger bei ? I know no foreigner, 
Enter young Wilmot, 
— Nor any man like this. 
. Vi in. Ten thouſand joys ! lime 
| [ Going to embrace ber] 
| Char. You are rude, ſir Pray forbear, and let 
me know 


| What buſineſs brought you here, or leave the place. 


Y. Wilm. She knows me not, or will not ſeem to 
know me. [Afide.F - 


Perfidious maid! Am I forgne or formed ; 2 


Char. Strange queſtions from a man I never knew! 
I. Wilm, With what averſion, and On ſhe 
views me! 2016543 a7 MP 


C 
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My fears are true; ſome other has her heart: 
he's loſt—My fatal abſence has undone me. 
|  [Afaae.} 
- OO! cou'd thy Vi Imot have forgot thee, Charlot ! _ 
Char. Ha! Vi * ! ſay! what do your words 
import ? | 
O gentle ſtranger ! eaſe my ſwelling * 
That elſe will burſt! Canſt thou inform me ought?— 
What doſt thou know of Wilmot ? 
Y. Wilm. This 1 know. | 
When all the winds of heaven ſeem'd to conſpire 
Againſt the ſtormy main, and dreadful peals 
Of rattling thunder deaten'd ev'ry ear, 
And drown'd th' affrighten*d mariners loud cries 
While livid lightning ſpread its ſulphurous flames 
Thro' all the dark horizon, and diſclofed 
The raging ſeas incenſed to his deſtruction ; 
When the good ſhip in which he was embark'd, 
Unable longer to ſupport the tempeſt, c 
Broke, and o'erwhelm'd by the impetuous ſurge, 
Sunk to the 00zy bottom of the deep, 
And left him ſtruggling with the warring waves; 
In that dread moment, in the jaws of death, 
When his ſtrength fail'd, and ev'ry hope forſook him, 
And his laſt breath preſs'd wards his trembling lips, 
The neighbouring rocks, that ecchoed to his moan, 
Returned no ſound articulate, but Chariot.  _ 
Char. The fatal tempeſt, whoſe deſcription ſtrikes 
The hearer with aſtoniſhment, is ceaſed 3; _ 
And Wilmot is at reſt. The fiercer ſtorm 
Of ſwelling paſſions that o'erwhelms the ſoul, 
And rages worſe than the mad foaming ſeas | 
In which he periſh'd, ner ſhall vex him more. 
TJ. Wim, Thou ſeem'ſt to think he's dead; enjoy 
that thought ; Per- 
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Perſuade yourſelf that what you-wiſh is true, 
And triumph in your falſhood— Yes, he's dead; 
You were his fate. The cruel winds and waves, 
That caſt him pale and breathleſs on the ſhore, 
Spared him for greater woes—To know his Charlet, 
Forgetting all her vows to him and heaven, 

Had caſt him from her thoughts Then, then he died; 

But never muſt have reſt, Ev'n now he wanders, 

A fad, repining, diſcontented ghoſt, 

The unſubſtantial ſhadow of himſelf, 

And pours his plaintive groans in thy deaf ears, 

And ſtalks, unſeen, before thee. | 
Char, *Tis enough 

Deteſted falſhood now has done its worſt. 

And art thou dead. And wou'd'lſt thou die, my 
Wilmot! 1 

For one thou thought*ſt unjuſt Thou ſoul of truth 

What muſt be done? Which way ſhall I expreſs 

Unutterable woe? Or how convince 

Thy dear departed ſpirit of the love, 

Th' eternal love, and never-failing faith 

Of thy much injur'd, loſt, deſpairing Charlot ? 

F. Viln. Be ſtill, my flutt'ring hearts hope not 

too ſoon : 

Perhaps I dream, and this i is all illuſion, 
Char. If as ſome teach, the mind intuitive, 

Free from the narrow bounds and laviſh ties 

Of ſordid earth, that circumſcribe its power 

While it remains below, roving at large, 

Can trace us to our moſt concealed retreat, 

See all we act, and read our very thoughts; 

To thee, O Wilmot ! kneeling I appeal, 

If &er I ſwerv'd in action, word, or thought 

From the ſevereſt conſtancy and truth, 2937 78 
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Or ever wiſh'd to taſte a joy on earth 
That center*d not in thee, fince laſt we parted ; 
May we n&er meet again, but thy loud wrongs 
So cloſe the ear of mercy to my cries, 

That I may never ſee thoſe bright abodes 
Where truth and virtue only have admiſſion, 
And thou inhabit'ſt now. 

F. Wilm. Aſſiſt me, heaven 

Preſerve my reaſon, memory and ſenſe! 

O moderate my fierce tumultuous joys, 

Or their exceſs will drive me to diſtraction. 

O Charlot ! Charlot ! lovely, virtuous maid ! 

Can thy firm mind, in ſpite of time and abſence, 
Remain unſhaken, and ſupport its truth; | 
And yet thy frailer memory retain _ 

No image, no idea of thy lover? 

Why doſt thau gaze ſo wildly? Look on me; 
Tura thy dear eyes this way; obſerve me well. 
Have ſcorching climates, time, and this ſtrange habit 
So changed, and fo diſguiſed thy faithful Milmot, 
That nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 
Remains to tell my Charlot I am he? 

{ After viewing bim ſome time, ſhe approaches weeping, 
and gives him her hand; and then turning towards 
him, ſinks upon his boſom.) 

Why doſt thou weep? Why doſt thou tremble thus? 

Why doth thy panting heart and cautious touch 

Speak thee but half convinc d? Whence are thy fears ? 

Why art thou filent ? Canft thou doubt me {till ? 
Char. No, Wilmot i no: I'm blind with too much 

light: 

O' ercome with wonder, and oppreſt with joy, 

The ſtruggling paſſions/barr'd the doors of ſpeech ; 

But ſpeech enlarg d, affords me no relief. 

2 . This 
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This vaſt profuſion of extream delight, 
Riſing at once, and burſting from deſpair, 
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deſcription: 
But for one forrow, one fad ſcene of anguiſh, 
That checks the ſwelling torrent of my joys, 
I could not bear the tranſport. | 
Y. Wilm. Let me know it: 
Give me my portion of thy Nase Charlot Fe 
Let me partake thy grief, or bear it for thee. 
Char. Alas! my Wilmot ! theſe fad tears are thine; 
They flow-for thy misfortunes. Tam pierced 
With all the agonies of ſtrong compaſſion, - 
With all the bitter anguiſh you mult feel, 
When you ſhall hear your parents— 
Y. Wilm. Are no more. 
Char. You apprehend me wrong. 
Y. Wilm. Perhaps I do: 
Perhaps you mean to ſay, the greedy grave 
Was fatisfied with one, and one is left © 
To bleſs my longing eyes But which, my Charlot! 
And yet forbear to ſpeak, 'till I have thought 
_ Char, Nay, hear me, Wilmot ! 
Y. Wim. I perforce muſt hear thee. 
Far I might think 'till death, and not determine, 
Of two ſo dear which I could bear to loſe. 
Char. Afflict your ſelf no more with groundleſs 
fears: 
Lour parents both are e living. Their diſtreſs, 
The poverty to which they are reduced, 
In ſpight of my weak aid, was what I mourned ; 
And that in helpleſs age, to them whoſe youth _ 
Was crown*d' with full proſperity, I fear, 
Is worſe, much worſe, than death. | 
Y. Wilm, My joy's compleat | „ 
his D 2 My 
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My parents living, and poſſeſsd of thee !— 
From this bleſt hour, the happieſt of my life, 
Il date my reſt. My anxious hopes and fears, 
My weary travels, and my dangers paſt, 
Are now rewarded all: Now I rejoice 
In my ſucceſs, and count my riches gain. 
For know, my ſoul's beſt treaſure ! I have wealth 
Enough to glut ev*n avarice itſelf : 
No more ſhall cruel want, or proud contempt, 
Qppreſs the ſinking ſpirits, or inſult 
The hoary heads of thoſe who gave me being. 
Char. *Tis now, O riches, I conceive your worth : 
You are not baſe, nor can you be ſuperfluous, 
But when miſplac'd in baſe and ſordid hands. 
Fly, fly, my Wilmot ! leave thy happy Charlot ! 
Thy filial piety, the ſighs and tears 
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence, 
Y. Wilm. I have a friend, the partner of my voyage, 
Who, in the ſtorm laſt night, was ſhipwrack'd with 
me. 
Char. Shipwrackt laſt night —0 you immortal 
powers! 
What have you ſuffer'd ! How was you f 
F. Vilm. Let that, and all my other ſtrange eſcapes 
And perilous adventures, be the theme 
Of many a happy winter night to come. 
My preſent purpoſe was t' intreat my angel, 
To know this friend, this other better Wilmot ; 
And come with him this evening to my father” 8 
Pl fend him to thee. 
Char. I conſent with pleaſure. 
Y. Wilm. Heavens! what a night !—How ſhall 
I bear my joy 
My parents, yours, my friends, all will be mine, 
And 
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And mine, like water, air, or the free ſplendid ſun, 
The undivided portion of you all. 

If ſuch the early hopes, the vernal bloom, | 

The diſtant proſpect of my future bliſs, 0 

Then what the ruddy autumn! What the fruit 
The full poſſeſſion of thy heavenly charms 


The tedious, dark, and ſtormy winter o'er ; 
The hind, that all its pinching hardihips bore, 
With tranſport ſees the weeks appointed bring 
The chearful, promis'd, gay, delightful ſpring; 
The painted meadows, the harmonious woods, - 
The gentle Zephyrs, and unbridled floods, 
Withall their charms, his raviſhedthoughts imploy, 
But the rich harveſt muſt compleat his joy. 
'SCENE.W 
A ſtreet in Penryn. 
Enter Randal. 
Rand. Poor! poor! and friendleſs! whither ſhall 
I wander, 
And to what point direct my views and 1 — 
A menial ſervant | —No—W hat ſhall T live, 
Here in this land of freedom, live diſtinguiſhed, - * / 
And marked the willing ſlave of ſome proud ſubject, 
And ſwell his uſeleſs train for broken fragments; 
The cold remains of his ſuperfluous board? 
I wou'd aſpire to ſomething more and better 
Turn thy eyes then to the prolifick ocean, 
Whoſe ſpacious boſom opens to thy view: 
There deathleſs honour, and unenvied wealth 
Have often crowned the brave adventurer's toils. 
This is the native unconteſted right, 
The fair inheritance of ev'ry Briton 
That dares * in his claim My choice is made: 


A long 


30 -FATAL CURIOSIT V. 
A long farewel to Cornwall, and to Exgland; 
If I return But ſtay, what ſtranger's this, 
Who, as he views me, ſeems to mend his pace ? 
Enter young Wilmot. 
v. Vun. Randal! The dear 2 of my 
Youth lf 

Sure laviſh fortune means to give me all 
I copld deſire, or aſk for this bleſt day, 
And leave me nothing to expect hereafter. 

Rand. Your pardon, fir !1 know but one on earth 
Cou'd properly ſalute me hy the title | 
You're pleaſed to give me, and I would not think, 

That you are he That you are I/ilmet,— 

F. Wilm, Why? | 
Rand. Becauſe I cou'd not bear the diſappointment 
Shou'd I be decerved. 
Y. Vilm. I am pleaſed to hear it: 
Thy friendly fears better expreſs thy thoughts 
Than words could do. 
Rand. O! Vilmet ! Ol my maſter ! 
Are-you returned ? 
Y. Wilm. I have not yet embraced- 
My parents ſhall ſee you at my father's. 
; Rand. No, I'm diſcharged from thence—O fir! 
ſuch ruin 

Y. V. Tue heard it all, and haſten to relieve em: 
Sure heaven hath bleſſed me to that very end: 

Pve wealth enough; nor ſhalt thou want a part. 

Rand I have a part already -I am bleſt 
In your ſucceſs, and ſhare in all your joys. 

F. Vim. 1 doubt it no tel me, doſt thou 

think, 
My parents not ſuſpecting my return, 


That I may viſit them, and not be known ? - + 
| Rand. 
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' Rand. *Tis hard for me to judge. Tou are already 
Grown fo familiar to me, that I wonder 
I knew you not at firſt: Yet it may be; 
For you're much alter'd, and they think you dead. 

Vun. This is certain; Charlet beheld me 005 
An. heard my loud reproaches, and complaints 
Witho.. rememb'ring ſhe had ever ſeen me. 
My mind > e grows wanton : I wou'd fain 
Refine on happy, <<. Why may I not 
Indulge my curioſn, wad try 
If it be poſſible by ſeeing, 
My parents as a ſtranger, t, woe 
Their pleaſure by ſurprize ? 

Rand. It may indeed 
Inhance your own, to fee from what deſp... 
Your timely coming, and unhoped ſucceſs 
Have given you power to raiſe them. 

Y. Wilm. I remember, | 
Fer ſince we learned together you excelled 
In writing fairly, and could imitate 
Whatever hand you ſaw with great exactneſs. 
Of this Lm not ſo abſolute a maſter, j 
I therefore beg you'll write, in Charigt's name 
And character, a letter to my father; 
And recommend me, as a friend of hers, 
To his acquaintance. > 

Rand. Sir, if you deſire 1 it 
And yet— | 

TJ. Wilm. Nay, no objeftions—*Twill five time, 
Moſt precious with me now. For the deception, 
If doing what my Charlot- will approve, 
Cauſe done for me and with a good cel 
Deſerves the name, I'll anſwer it my fell. 


If rhis ſuccceds, T purpoſe to defer Its fi ths | 
5 L 8 " Dikorring 
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Diſcov'ring who I am *rill Charlot comes, 
And thou, and all who love me. Ev'ry friend 
Who witnefles my happineſs to night, 
Will, by partaking, multiply my joys. 
Ran. You grow luxurious in your mental pleaſures: 
Cou'd I deny you aught, I would not write 
This letter. To fay true, I ever thought 
Your boundleſs curioſity a weakneſs. 
V. Wilm. What canſt thou blame in this? 
Rand. Your pardon, Sir! 
I only ſpeak in general: I'm ready 
I' obey your orders. 
Y. Wilm. I am much thy debtor, | 
But I ſhall find a time to quit thy kindnefs. 
O Randal ! but imagine to thyſelf 
The floods of tranſport, the ſincere delight 
That all my friends will feel, when I diſcloſe 
To my aſtoniſhed parents my return 
And then confeſs, that I have well contrived 
By giving others joy t' exalt my own. 
As pain, and anguiſh, in a gen'rous mind, 
While kept concealed and to ourſelves confined, 
Want half their force; ſo pleaſure when it flows 
In torrents round us more extatick grows. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 
A room in old Wilmor's houſe. 
Old Wilmot and Agnes. 


O. Wilm. Here, take this Seneca, this haughty 


pedant, 
Who governing the müder of mank ind, 


And awing power imperial, prates of—patience z 
And praiſes poverty - poſſeſs d of millions: 


— him, and buy us bread. The ſcantieſt meal 1 
The 
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Will give us more relief in this diſtreſs, 

Than all his boaſted precepts.= Nay, no tears; 

Keep them to move compaſſion when you beg, 
Agn. My heart may break, but never ſtoop to that. 
O. Wilm. Nor wou' d I live to fee it But diſpatch, 

_ Exit Agnes. 

Where muſt I charge this length of miſery, 

That gathers force each moment as it rolls, 

And muſt at laſt o'erwhelm me; but on hope, 


Vain, flattering, deluſive, groundleſs hope 3 
| A ſenſeleſs expectation of relief 


That has for years deceived me ?—Had I thought 
As I do now, as wile men ever think, 
When firſt this hell of poverty o'ertook me, 
That power to die implies a right to do it, 

And ſhou'd be uſed when life becomes a pain, 


What plagues had I prevented? True, my wife 


Is {till a ſlave to prejudice and fear | 
I would not leave my better part, the dear ¶ Vecpi. 


Faithful companion of my happier days, 


To bear the weight of age and want alone. 
——-]*]] try once more 
Enter Agnes, and after ber y young Wilmot. 

O. Vilm. Returned, my life] ſo ſoon !— _ 

An. The unexpected coming of this ſtranger 
Prevents my going yet. 

Y. Wilm. You're, I preſume, | 
The gentleman to whom this is directed. ¶ Gives a 
What wild neglect, the token of deſpair, letter 
What indigence, what miſery appears 5 
In each diſorder d, or disfurniſhed room 
Of chis once gorgeous houſe? What diſcontent, 


| What anguiſh and copilign fill the faces 


E. _— 
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Ol its dejected owners? 
O. Wilm. Sir, ſuch welcome 

As this poor houſe affords, you may command. 

Our ever friendly neighbour Once we hoped 

T' have called fair Charlct by a dearer name 

But we have done with hope] pray excuſe 

This incoherence—— We had once a ſon. [Weeps, 
Agn. That you are come from that dear virtuous 

maid, 

Revives in us the mem'ry of a loſs, 

Which, tho? long ſince, we have not learned to bear, 
Y. Wilm. The joy to ſee them, and the bitter pain 

It is to ſee them thus, touches my ſoul 

With tenderneſs and grief, that will o'erflow. 

My boſom heaves and ſwells, as it would burſt ; 

My bowels move, and my heart melts within me. 

They know me not, and yet, I fear, I ſhall 

Defeat my purpoſe, and betray myſelf, [ Afide. 
O. Wilm. The lady calls you here her valued friend; 

Enough, tho* nothing more ſhould be implied, 

To recommend you to our beſt eſteem, 

A worthleſs acquilition May ſhe find 

Some means that better may expreſs her kindneſs; 

Bat ſhe, perhaps, hath purpoſed to inrich 

Tou with herſelf, and end her fruitleſs forrow 

For one whom death alone can juſtify 

For leaving her ſo long. If it be fo, 

May you repair his loſs, and be to Charlot 

A ſecond, happier J/ilmot. Partial nature, 

Who only favours youth, as feeble age 

Were not her offspring or below her care, 

Has feaPd our doom: No ſecond hope ſhall ſpring 

From my dead Joins, and Agnes ſteril womb, 


To dry our tears, and — deſpair. 
An. The 


ng 
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Arn. The laſt and moſt abandon'd of our kind, 


By heaven and earth neglected or deſpiſed, 
The loathſom grave, that robb'd us of our ſon 


| And all our joys in him, mult be our refuge. 


Y. M, Let ghoſts unpardon'd, or devoted fiends, 
Fear without hope, and wail in ſuch fad trains ; 


But grace defend the living from deſpair. 


The darkeſt hours precede the riſing ſun ; 


And mercy may appear, when leaſt expected. 

O. W. This I have heard a thouſand times repeated, 
And have, believing, been as oft deceived. 

Y. Wilm. Behold in me an inſtance of its truth, 


At Sea twice ſhipwrack'd, and as oft the prey 


Of lawleſs pyrates; by the Arabs thrice 
Surpriz d, and robb'd on ſhore; and one reduced 
To worſe than theſe, the ſum of all diſtreſs 
That the moſt wretched feel on this ſide hell, 
Ev'n ſlavery itſelf: Yet here I ſtand, 
Except one trouble that will quickly end, 
The happieſt of mankind. 
O. Wilm. A rare example 
Of fortune's caprice; apter to ſurprize, 
Or entertain, than comfort, or inſtruct. 
If you wou'd reaſon from events, be juſt, 
And count, when you eſcaped, how many Periſhed ; ; 
And draw your inf*rence thence. : 
Aen. Alas! who knows, 
But we were rendred childlefs by ſome ſtorm, 
In which you, tho” preſerved, might bear a part. 
V. Vilm. How has my curioſity betray'd me 


Into ſuperfluous pain! I faint with fondneſs; 


And ſhall, if I ſtay longer, ruſh upon *em, 


Proclaim myſelf their ſon, kiſs and embrace? em- 


Till their ſouls, tranſported with the exceſs 
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Of pleafure and ſurprize, quit their frail manſions, 


And leave *em breathleſs in my longing arms. 

By circumſtances then and flow degrees, 

They muſt be let into a happineſs 

Too great for them to bear at once, and live: 

That Charlot will perform: I need not feign 

Toaſk an hour for reft. (A/ide. ) Sir, I intreat 

The favour to retire where, for a while, 

I may repoſe my ſelf. You will excuſe 

This freedom, and the trouble that I give you : 

*Tis long ſince J have ſlept, and nature calls. 
O. Film. I pray no more: Believe we're only 

troubled, 

That you ſhov'd think any excuſe were needful. 

V. V. The weight of this is ſome incumbrance to me, 
[Takes a caſtet out of his boſom and gives it to his mother. 
And its contents of value: If you pleaſe © | 
To take the charge of it *till I awake, 

I ſhall not reft the worſe. If I ſhow'd fleep 
Till I am aſk'd for, as perhaps I may, 
I beg that you wou'd wake me. 
An. Doubt it not: 
Diſtracted as I am with various woes, | 
I ſhall remember that. [ Exit, 

Y. Wilm. Mercileſs grief | 
What ravage has it made! how has it changed 
Her lovely form and mind! I feel her anguiſh, 
And dread I know not what from her deſpair. 

My father too O grant 'em patience, heaven! 
A little longer, a few ſhort hours more, 
And all their cares, and mine, ſhall end for ever, 


How near is miſery and j Joy ally'd! 
Nor eye, nor thought can their extreams divide: 


A mo: 
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A moment's ſpace is long, and light'ning ſlow : 
To fate deſcending to reverſe our woe, 
Or blaſt o our hopes, and all our joys o'erthrow. f 
Exeui b. 
ACT UI. SCENE | 3 
The ſcene continued. 
Enter 3 alone, with the caſket in ber hand. 
HO ſhov'd this ſtranger be? And then thas 
* caſket— 
He ſays it is of value, and yet 1 . 
As if a trifle, to a ſtranger's hand 
His confidence amazes me — Perhaps 
It is not what he ſays— l' m ſtrongly tempted 
To open it, and ſee — No, let it reſt. 
Why ſhould my curioſity excite me, 
To ſearch and pry into th affairs of others; 
Who have t'imploy my thoughts, ſo many cares 
And ſorrows of my own ?—With how much caſe 
The ſpring gives way ö moſt n | 
g10Us | — : 
My eyes are dazzled, and my raviſhed heart 
Leaps at the glorious ſight How bright's the luſtre, 
How immenſe the worth of thefe fair jewels ? 
Ay, ſuch a treaſure wou'd expel for ever 
Baſe poverty, and all its abject train; 
The mean devices we're reduced touſe 
To keep out famine, and preſerve our lives 
From day to day; the cold neglect of friends; 
The galling ſcorn, or more provoking pity 
Of an inſulting world——Poſſeſs'd of theſe, 
Plenty, content, and power might take their turn, 
And lofty pride bare its aſpiring head 
At our approach, and once more bend before us. 
A pleaſing dream !—Tis paſt ; and now I wake 
More yretched by the happineſs Pe loſt. Far 


Eiut dire neceſſity ſuggeſts the thought, 


He wrung my hand, and preſſed it to his lips; 
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For ſure it was a happineſs to think, 

1 *ho?* but a moment, ſuch a treaſure mine. 
May, it was more than thought—I ſaw and touched 
The bright temptation, and I fee it yet— | 
” [is here—tis mine I have it in poſſeſſion— 

— -Muſt I reſign it? Muſt I give it back? 

Aim I in love with miſery and want? 

Jo rob my ſelf, and court ſo vaſt a loſs? — 
——Retain it then—But how ?—— There is a way 
VVhy ſinks my heart? Why does my blood run cold ? 
VWhy am I thrill'd with horror ?— Tis not choice, 


Enter old Wilmot. _ 
O. un. The mind contented, with how little pains 

The wand'ring ſenſes yield to ſoft repoſe, 8 
{And die to gain new lite ? He's fallen aſleep 
Already Happy man — What doſt thou think, 
IMy Agnes, of our unexpected gueſt ? 
He ſeems to me a youth of great humanity : 
Juſt e're he cloſed his eyes, that ſwam in tears, 


And witha look, that pierced me to the ſoul, | 

Be gg d me to comſort thee : And Doſt thou hear 
me? 

W hat art thou gazing on borne ie, *tis not well— 

This caſket was deliver'd to you cloſed: 

Why have you open'd it? Shou'd this be known, 

How mean muſt we appear ? 

An. And who ſhall know it? 

O. V. There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity 
Due to our ſelves; which, ſpite of our misfortunes, 
May be maintain'd, and cheriſh'd to the laſt. 
To live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world, ſhews ſovereign contempt, 


3 


* 
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And noble ſcorn of its relentleſs malice. | 
Agn, Shews ſovereign madneſs, and a ſcorn of ſet ſe 


Purſue no farther this deteſted theme : 


J will not die, I will not leave the world 
For all that you can urge, until compell'd. at 
O. Vilm. To chace a ſhadow, when the ſetting ſan 
Is darting his laſt rays, were juſt as wiſe, 
As your anxiety for fleeting life, 
Now the laſt means for its ſupport are failing: 


Mere famine not as mortal as the ſword, . / 


This warmth might be excuſed—But take thy choice: 
Die how you will, you ſhall not die alone. 
Agn. Nor live, I hope. 
O. Film. There is no fear of that. 
Aegn. Then, we'll live both. Bu 
O. Wilm., Strange folly ! where's the W 6 
Agn. The means are there; thoſe Feelin, 5 
O. Vilm. Ha !——— Take heed': x7 


Perhaps thou doſt but try me; yet cake herd 0 a 


There's nought ſo monſtrous but the mind of man 
In ſome conditions may be brought Yapprove z 


Theft, ſacrilege, ' treaſon, and parricide, 


When flatt'ring opportunity enticed, 


And deſperation drove, have been committed FP 


By thoſe who once wou'd ſtart to hear them named. 
Azen. And add to theſe deteſted ſuicide, 
Which, by a crime much leſs, we may avoid. 
O. Win. Th inhoſpitable murder of our gueſt !— 
How cou'dſt thou form a thought ſo very teinpting. 
So advantageous, ſo ſecure, and eaſy; 
And yet ſo cruel, and ſo full of horror? 
Agu. Tis leſs impiety, leſs againſt nature, 


| To take another's life, than end our own. 


O. Wilm. It is no matter, whether this or that 
„ b Be, 
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Be, in itſelf, the leſs or greater crime : 
Ho weer we may deceive our ſelves or others, 
We: act from inclination, not by rule, 
Or none could act amiſs And that all err, 
Ne ne but the conſcious hypocrite denies. 
l what is man, his excellence and ſtrength, - 
When in an hour of trial and deſertion, 
Reaſon, his nobleſt power, may be ſuborned 
To plead the cauſe of vile aſſaſſination, 
Agn. You're too ſevere: Reaſon may juſtly plead 
Lor her own preſervation. 
O. Wilm. Reſt contented : 
MWhate'er reſiſtance I may ſeem to make, 
am betray'd within: My will's ſeduced, 
And my whole ſoul infected. The deſire 
Of life returns, and brings with it a train 
Of appetites, that rage to be ſupplied. 
Whoever ſtands to parley with temptation, 
Does it to be o'ercome. 
Agu. Then nought remains, 
But the ſwift execution of a deed | > 
That is not to be thought on, or delay'd. 
We muſt diſpatch him ſleeping : Shou'd he wake, 
*T were madneſs to attempt it. 
O. Wilm. True, his ſtrength 
Single is more, much more than ours united; 
So may his life, perhaps, as far exceed 
Ours in duration, ſhou'd he *ſcape this ſnare. 
Gen rous, unhappy man! O! what cou'd move thee 
To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguiſh ! 
Agn. By what means? 
By ſtabbing, ſuffocation, or by ſtrangling 
_ _ Shall we effet ae 


O. Vim. 


FATAL CURIOSITY: 41 
O. Wiln. Why, what a fiend |— | 


How cruel, how remorſeleſs and impatient 


Have pride, and poverty made thee ? 

Agn. Barbarous man! 
Whoſe waſteful riots ruin'd our eſtate, 
And drove our ſon, ere the firſt down had ſpread 
His roſy cheeks, ſpite of my ſad preſages, 
Earneſt intreaties, agonies and tears, 


Io ſeek his bread *mongit ſtrangers, and to K 


In ſome remote, inhoſpitable land 
The lovelieſt youth, in perſon and in ind, 
That ever crown'd a groaning mother's pains! 
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then ? 
Thou cruel huſband ! thou unnat'ral father 
Thou moſt remorſeleſs, moſt ungrateful man; 


| To waſte my fortune, rob me of my ſon ; 


To drive me to deſpair, and then reproach me 
For being what thowſt made me. | 

O. Wilm. Dry thy tears: 
I ought not to reproach thee. I confeſs 
That thou haſt ſuffer'd much: So have we both. 
But chide no more: I'm wrought up to thy purpole. 
The poor, ill-fated, unſuſpecting victim, 
Ere he reclined him on the fatal couch, 
From which he's ne'er to riſe, took off the ſaſh, 
And coſtly dagger that thou ſaw'ſt him wear; 


| And thus, unthinking, furniſh*d us with arms 
| Againſt himſelf. Which ſhall Iuſe? 


Agn. The ſaſh. 
If you make uſe of that, I can aſſiſt. 
O. Wilm. No, 
'Tis a dreadful office, and P11 ſpare Kt 
Thy trembling hands the guilt——ſteal to the door, 
And bring me word; if he be till aſleep. [Ex. oy 
"+1 | F 1 
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Or I'm deceiv*d, or he pronounc'd himſelf 
The happieſt of mankind. Deluded wretch ! 
Thy thoughts are periſhing, thy youthful joys, 
Touch'd by the icy hand of grifly death, 
Are with'ring in their bloom But thought ex. 
_ tinguiſt, 
He'll never know the loſs, nor feel the bitter 
Pangs of diſappointment Then 1 was wrong 
In counting him a wretch : To die well pleas'd, 
Is all the happicſt of mankind can hope for. 
To be a wretch, is to ſurvive the loſs 
Of every joy, and even hope itſelf, 
As I have done Why do I mourn him then? 
For, by the anguiſh of my tortur'd ſoul, 
He's to be envy'd, if compar'd with me. 
Enter Agnes with young Wilmot's dagger. 
Agu. The ſtranger 
Sleeps at preſent ; but ſo reſtleſs 
His flumbers ſeem, they can't continue long. 
Come, come, diſpatch Here I've fecur'd his 


dagger. 

O Wilm. O Agnes ! Agnes ! if there be a hell, 
*rs juſt | 

We ſhou'd expect it. [Goes to take the dagger but 


lets it fall. 
Aen. Nay, for ſhame, ſhake off this panick, and 


be more your ſelf. 
O. Yilm. What's to be done? On what had we 


determin'd ? 
Agn. You're quite diſmay'd. PI do 
The deed my ſelf. [ Takes up the dagger. 
O. Wilm. Give me the fatal ſteel. ; 
*Fis but a ſingle murther, U 


Neceſſity, impatience and deſpair, 
X — ll The 


The 
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The three wide mouths, of that true Cerberus, 


Grim poverty, demands—They ſhall be ſtopp'd. 
Ambition, perſecution, and revenge 
Devour their millions daily: And ſhall I— - 
But follow me, and ſee how little cauſe 
You had to think there was the leaſt remains 
Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remorſe 
Left in this ſavage breaſt. Going the wrong way. 
Aen. Where do you go? | 
The ſtreet is that way. 
O. Wilm. True ! I had forgot. 
Agn. Quite, quite confounded. 
O. Wim. Well, I recover. 


| — | ſhall find the way, Exit. 


Arn. O ſoftly ! ſoftly! 


The leaſt noiſe undoes us. 


—— Still I fear him: 
No now he ſeems determined ——O! Uk 
pauſe, | 
That cowardly pauſe 3 len teal 
'Tis wiſely done to lift your eyes to heaven 
When did you pray betore ? I have no patience—— 
How he ſurveys him? What a look was there? 
How full of anguiſh, pity and remorſe 
—— He'll never do it. Strike, or give it oer 
No, he recovers But that trembling arm 
May miſs its aim; and if he fails, we're loſt 
'Tis done — Ol no; he lives, he ſtruggles yet. 
Y. Wilm. O! father! father! | In another room. 
An. Quick, repeat the blow. 
What pow'r ſhall I invoke to aid thee, Wilmot ! 
—— Yet hold thy hand Inconſtant, wretched 
woman! | 
What doth my heart recoil, and bleed with him 
F 2 Whoſe 


az; FATAE-CURIOSETPTY. 
Whoſe murther you contrived O Wilmet ! Wil. 


mot ! 
Enter Charlot, Maria, Euſtace, Randal and others. 
 Cha#. What ſtrange neglett ! The doors are all 
unbarr'd, 
And not a living creature to be ſeeñ - 
Enter old Wilmot and Agnes.” 
Char. Sir, we are come to give and to receive 
A thouſand greetings Ha ! what can this mean ? 
Why do you look with ſuch amazement on us ?— 
Are theſe your tranſports for your ſon's return ?— 
Where is my Vilmot? Has he not been here ?— 
Wou'd he defer your happineſs ſo long, 
Or cou'd a habit fo diſguiſe your ſon, 
That you refus'd to own him ? 
Azgn. Heard you that? | 
What prodigy of horror is aisle 
To render murther venial. 
O. Wilm. Prithee, peace: 
The miſerable damn'd ſuſpend their howling, | 
And the {wift orbs are fixt in deep attention, 
Y. Hilm. [Groans] Oh! oh! oh! 
Euſt. Sure that deep groan came from che inner 
room. 


Rand. It did; and ſeem'd the voice of one ex- 
piring. 
Mercitul heaven ! where will theſe terrors end? 
That is the dagger my young maſter wore ; 
And ſee, his father's hands are ſtained with blood. 
[Young Wilmot pgroans again. 
Eilſt. Another groan! Why do we ſtand to gaze 
On theſe dumb phantoms of deſpair and horror? 
Let us ſearch farther : Randal, ſhew the way. 
Char. This is the third time thoſe fantaſtick forms 
| Have 


FS. 


mer 
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Have forc'd themſelves upon my mental eyes, 7 14 

And ſleeping gave me more than waking pains. 

O you eternal pow'rs! if all your merey 

To wretched mortals be not quite extinguiſh'd, 

And terrors only guard your awful thrones, © 

Remove this dreadful viſion—Let-me ele 

Or ſleep the ſleep of death. 5 

[Exeunt Charlot, Maria, Euſtace, Randal, . | 

O. Wilm. Sleep thoſe who may; ; 

I know my lot is endleſs perturbation. - | 
Aegn. Let life forſake the earth, and light the ſun, 

And death, and darkneſs bury in oblivion Tn 

Mankind and all their deeds, that no poſterity 


May ever riſe to hear our horrid tale, 


Or view the grave of ſuch deteſted parricides. 

O. Vilm. Curſes and deprecations are in vain: _ 
The ſun will ſhine, and all things have their coutſe. 
When we, the curſe and burthen of the earth, 

Shall be abſorb'd, and mingled with its duſt. 

Our guilt and deſolation mult be told, 8 

From age to age, to teach deſponding mortals 

How far beyond the reach of human thought 

Heaven, when incens'd, can thou firſt. 
[Stabs Agnes. 

dare not truſt thy weakneſs. ee oF 

Aen. Ever kind, [ 
But moſt in this. 

O. Wim. I will not long ſurvive thee. 

Agn. Do not accule thy erring mother, Wilmot ! | 
With too much rigour when we meet above. 


Rivers of tears, and ages ſpent in howling 


Cou'd ne'er expreſs the anguiſh of my heart. 

To give thee life for life, and biood fer blood, 
Is not enough, Had I ten thouſand lives, YT 
a Fd 
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Fd give them all to ſpeak my penitence 
Deep, and fincere, and equal to my crime. [ Dies, 
Enter Charlot led by Maria, and Randal ; Euſtace, 
and the reſt. 

Char. Welcome, Deſpair! PII never hope again 
Why have you forced me from my Wilmot's fide ? 
Let me return Unhand me Let me die. 
Patience, that till this moment neer forſook me, 
Has took her flight ; and my abandon'd mind, 
Rebellious to a lot fo void of mercy 
And fo unexpected, rages to madneſs. 

O thou! who know'ſt our frame, who know'ſt 
theſe woes 

Are more than human fortitude can bear, 

O! take me, take me hence, ere I relapſe ; 

And in diſtraftion, with unhallow'd tongue, 


Again arraign your mercy—— [Fas 
Euſt. Unhappy maid ! This ſtrange event my 
ftrength 


Can ſcarce ſupport 3 no wonder thine ſhould fail. 
Ho fhall I vent my grief? O Wilmot ! Wilmot ! 
Thou trueſt lover, and thou beſt of friends, 
Are theſe the fruits of all thy anxious cares 
For thy ungrateful parents? Cruel fiends! 
To uſe thee thus! —— To recompenſe with death 
Thy moſt unequall'd duty and afte&tion ! 
O. Wim. What whining fool art thou, who 
| would'ſt uſurp Fe 
My ſovereign right of grief Was he thy ſon ?— 
Say! Canſt thou ſhew thy hands reeking with blood, 
That flow'd, thro? purer channels, from thy loins ? 
Euſt. Forbid it heaven! that I ſhould __ ſuch 
Quilt: | 
Yet his ſad fate demands commiſeration. 


o. Wilm. 


FATAL CURIOSITY. 47. 
O. Wilm. Compute the ſands that bound the ſpa- 


cious ocean, 
And ſwell their number with a ſingle grain; 
Increaſe the noiſe of thunder with thy voice; 
Or when the raging wind lays nature waſte, 
Aſſiſt the tempeſt with thy feeble breath; 
Add water to the ſea, and fire to Eina 5 
But name not thy faint ſorrow with the anguiſh _ 
Of a curſt wretch who only hopes for this 
[ Stabbing himſelf. 

To change the ſcene, but not relieve. his pain. 

Rand. A dreadful inſtance of the laſt remorſe! 
May all your woes end here. 

O. Wilm. O would they end 
A thouſand ages hence, I then ſhould ſuffer 
Much leſs than I deſerve. Tet let me ſay, 
You'll do but juſtice, to inform the world, 
7 This horrid deed, that puniſhes itſelf, 

Was not intended as he was our ſon ; 
For that we knew not, *till it was too late. 

: Proud and impatient under our affliftions, 
While heaven was labouring to make us happy, 
We brought this dreadful ruin on ourſelves, 
Mankind may learn but——oh! 

Rand. The moſt will not: 


[ Dies. 


> Let us at leaſt be wiſer, nor complain 
Ot heaven's myſterious ways, and awful reign: 
By our bold cenſures we invade his throne 


„ Who made mankind, and governs but his own: 
BH Tho? youthful Vilmot's ſun be ſet ere noon, 
} The ripe in virtue never die too ſoon, [ Exeunt. 
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TO THE 


RionT Hox OURABLE the 


e 1 Hertford. 


Mapa M, 

Ermit me to * that you will 
pardon the honeſt ambition 
which has encourag'd me to 

ſeek a proper Patroneſs for Marina 

in your Ladyſhip ; whoſe real cha- 
racter gives countenance to the imagi- 

_ nary one, and whoſe conſtant practice 
is a living example of that ſteady vir- 

tue, and exalted piety, which the Au- 

thor of the old Play from whence this 
is taken, has happily deſcribed in his 

Princeſs of Tyre. _ 

Conſcious 15 no mean views, and 

ſecur d by the univerſal acknowledg- 

A 2 - mane 


iv DEvDpacaTion. 
ment of your merit from the imputa- 
tter , Tapproach” your Lady- 
ſhip, though e a firamger, and without 
any previous application, with the leſs 
diffidence: If this Play ſhould appear 
on peruſal to be deſigned to promote 
ſomething better than meer amuſe- 
ment, that will effectually recommend 
it to the favour of the Counteſs of 
Hertford. 

To place merit in the oifts of fortune, 
and happineſs in what an hour may, 
and a few-years certainly will bring to 
an end, is the folly and miſery of too 
many who are reputed wiſe and great. 
To be truly ſo is with your Ladyſhip 
to regard the fineſt underſtanding, the 
moſt | fruitful invention, the happieſt 
elocution, talents far ſuperior to wealth 
and dignity, but as they ſubſerve the 
intereſt of truth and virtue, and ren- 
der the poſſeſſors of them, in the midſt 
of affluence, moderate even in the uſe 
of lawful pleaſures, humble in the 
1H- : moſt 


__ DawpicaTron! - 'F 
moſt exalted tations, and capable of 
living above the world, even in the 
poſſeſſion of all it can beſtow. I am 
afraid and unwilling to offend. But 
as univerſal benevolence is the perfe- 
ction of virtue » your Lady ſhip muſt 
ſuffer your oven to be ſpoken of, how- 
ever painful it may be to you, that 
others may not want a pattern for their 
encouragement or reprehenſion, a8 
they ſhall improve or neglect it. A 
truly great mind diſcovers it ſelf by 
nothing more than by a benign and 
well plac'd condeſcenſion; of which 
your Ladyſhip's known eſteem for the 
late excellent Mrs. Rowe, is a noble 
inſtance, and an undoubted proof, 
amongſt many others which you daily 
give, of the goodneſs of your heart 
and q underſtanding, and cannot be 
mentioned but to your honour. 

I can affirm, and I hope I ſhall be 
thought ſincere, that what I have ſaid 
doth not proceed from cuſtom as a 


Dedi- 


vi DEDpICATTON. 
Dedicator, | but from a mind fully 
convinc'd of its truth in every circum- 
ſtance, and a heart touch'd with a 
character ſo very amiable, 

That you may long live an orna- 
ment and a ſupport of thoſe excellent 
principles which you profeſs and pra- ; 
ctice, and that your influence and 
example may do all the good that you 
your ſelf can with, is the earneſt de- 


fre of, 


Your LaDysSHIP's 
Moft obedient 


Humble Servant, 


Gro, LiLLo: 


PR O- 


PROLOGU E: 
EH RD is the task, m this diſcerning age, 

To find new ſubjefts that will bear the lage 
And bold our bards, their low harſh ſtrains to bring 
Where Avon's Swan has lung been heard to ſms : 
Blſt Parent of our Scene ! whoſe matchleſs wit, 
Tho yearly reap d, is our beſt harveſt yet, . 
Well may that genius every heart commande. 
Mo drew all nature with her own ſtrong bands}. e 
As various, as harmonious, fair and great. 
With the ſame vigour and immortal beat, 
A. through each element and form ſhe ſhines : 
We view Heav ns. hand-maid in her Shakeſpear”s limes. 
Though ſome mean ſcenes, injurious to his fame, © © 
Have long uſurp'd the hanour of his Name; © 
= Toglean and clear from chaff his leaſt remains, 
4 P juſt to him, and richiy worth our paint. 
3 Me dare not charge the whole unequal play 
Of Pericles on him ; yet let us ſay, | 
As gold though mix d with baſer matter ſhines, 
So do his bright inimitable lines 
Throughout thoſe rude wild ſcenes diſtinguiſh d land, 
And ſhrw he touch d them with no ſparing hand. 


With humour mid in your fore-fathers way, 
Merve to a ſingle tale reduc d our play. 5 
Charming Marina's wrongs begin the ſcene; 

Pericles finding her with his laſt Queen, 

Concludes the pleaſing task. Sho d as the foul, 

The fire of Shakeſpear animate the whole, 

Shou'd heights which none but he cou d reach, appear, 
To little errors do not prove ſevere. 

if, when in pain for the event, ſurprize 

And ſympathetick joy ſbou d fill your eyes ; 

Do not repme that ſo you crown an art, 

{Which gives ſuch fweet emotions to the heart: 

Wheſe pleaſures, ſo exalted in their kind, 


Do, as they charm the ſenſe, improve the mind. 


. ; | Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 
Prxrel rs, King of Tyre. — Mr. Stephens. 
LySIMACcHUus, Governor of 
. Nr. Hallam. 
EscaxESs, Chief Attendant 
on Pericles. — 


LroxINxE, 4 young Lord of 
Tharſi 


i 


— CM. Shelton. | 


Vr Stevens. 


VaLDEs, Captain of a Crew 
Pirates. Nr. Bowman. 


Bol r, Pander. — --.; di Penkethman: 


W 0 M E. N. 
TuA184, Queen of Tyre. — MI. Marſhall. 
PH1LOTEN, Queen of Tharſus. Mrs. Hamilton. 


MARINA, Daughter to Peri- 
| cles and Thaiſa. — {Mes Vincent. 


Mornzz Cour TER, A Baud. Mr. W. Hallam. 


Gentlemen, Two Prieftſſes Ladies, Officers, Guards 
Pirates, and Attendants. 5 
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ACT1. $CENE I. 


A Grove, with a Proſpect of a calm Sea, 4 
tbe City of Tharſus, 


Enter abe and Leonine. 


Qu EEA. | 


4 bot oath remember, thou haſt Fworn to 
3 n | 


*Tis but a blow, which never ſhall be known. 
Kind Nature hath been bounteous to thy youth? 
Thy graceful perſon, language and address 
Are almoſt peerleſs, and thy ſteril fortune 
Our favour ſhall improve. Bur let not conſcierice, 
Which none who hope to rife in courts regard, 
Diſarm your hand, nor her bewitching eyes 
Inflame your amorous boſom. 
Leon. 1 have promis'd, 3 
And will perform. Yet ſhe's a goodly creature. 3 
9. The fitter for the Gods. I, while ſhe lives, i 
Am not a Queen. This poor, this friendleſs daughter 
Of Pericles, the wretched Prince of Tyre, © .; 
Whom my fond Parents from compaſſion foſter- d, 
Is more belov*d, more reverenc'd in Tharſus 
Than I their Sov'reign. And when foreign Princes, 
Drawn by the fame of my high rank and beauty, 
A Ar. let her appear 
| B . 
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(Such is the force of her deteſted charms) 

And I am ftreight neglected; and their vows 
And adorations all transferr*d to her. 

Here ſhe comes, weeping for my mother's death: 
She had good cauſe to love her. Let not pity,, 
Which women have caſt off, defeat your purpoſe: 


There's nothing thou can'ſt do, live &er ſo long, 


Shall yield thee ſo much profit. 
Leon. I'm determin'd. 
Enter Marina with a wreath of flowers. 


Mar. No: I will rob gay Tellus of her weed, 
To ſtrew thy grave with flowers. The yellows, blues, 


The purple violets and marygolds 
Shall, as a carpet, hang upon thy tomb, 


While ſummer days do laſt. Ah me, poor maid ! 


Born in a tempeſt when my mother dy'd, 
And now I mourn a ſecond mother's loſs. 
This world, to me, is like a laſting ſtorm, _ 


That ſwallows, piece by piece, the merchant's wealth, 


And in the end himſelf. 
9. Why, ſweet Marina, 
Will you conſume your youth in fruitleſs grief, 


And chooſe to dwell *midſt tombs and dreary graves ? 


You harm your ſelf, and profit not the dead. 


Give me that wreath, who have moſt cauſe to mourn, Wl 


And let your keart take comfort. I will leave you 


To the ſweet converſation of this Lord, 
Who has the art of diſſipating ſadneſs. 


Mar. Pray, let me not bereave you of his ſervice: 


I chooſe to be alone. 
9. You know I love you 


BY 


MARINA an 


The beauty marr'd that fame reports ſo perfect. 
i Shou'd your good father come at length to ſeek you, 
And find his hopes, and all report ſo blaſted, 
He may repent the breadth of his great voyage, 
And blame our want of care. 
Mar. You may command, 
But I have no defire to tarry here. 

9, Once more be chearful, and preſerve char chew 
That wins from all competitors the hearts 
Of young and old. *Tis no new thing for me 
To walk alone, while you are well attended: 

Mar. I hope. you're not offended, 

9. Nothing leſs. 

Farewell, ſweet Lady. Sir, you will remember— 

Leon. Fear not, ſhe neer ſhall vex your quiet 

more. (Exit Queen.) 

Mar. I know no cauſe, yet think the gentle Queen 
Went hence in ſome diſpleaſure. Is ſhe well ? 
What are your thoughts ? 

Leon, That ſhe's nor well, por api 1 368 

Mar. Pm forry-for't. Is the wind weſterly 

Leon. South-welt. | Fo Oh 

Mar. When I was born the wind was north. 

Leon. The wind was north you fay. I ſhould 
Left I relent. The Queen's enamour'd of me, 

She praisid my blooming youth, and good proportion; 
And ſhall I loſe a crown for fooliſh pity ? | 
Mar. My Father, as Lychorida hath told 1 me, 
(My Nurſe that's dead) did never fear : but then, 

Galling his kingly hands with haling ropes, 
e chearing the faint Sailors with his voice. 
39 En 
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Endur'd a ſea, that almoſt burſt the deck. 
Leon. And when was this? 

Mar. I ſaid when I was born. 

Never were waves nor winds more violent. 

This tempeſt, and my birth, kilPd my poor Mother, 

I was preſerv'd, and left an Infant here. 

Now do you think I &er ſhall fee my Father? 
Leon. Never. Come, ſay your prayers. 
Mar. What do you mean ? 

Leon. If you require a little ſpace for pray „ 
That I'll allow you; pray, but be not tedious: 
The Gods are quick of ear, and I'm in haſte. 

Mar. Why will you kill me, Sir? 

Leon. I' obey the Queen. 

Mar. Why will ſhe have me kilb'd ? 1 never 
In all my life I never ſpake bad word, 

Nor did ill turn to any living creature : 

By chance I once trod on a ſimple worm, 

But I wept for it. How have I offended? _ 
Leon. Pm not to reaſon of the deed, but do it. 
Mar. You will not do't for all the worid, I hope. 

You are well favour'd, and your looks beſpeak 

A very gentle heart. I ſaw you lately, 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 

Good ſooth, it ſhew'd well in you: Dofonow : 

Tf the Queen ſeeks my life, come you between, 

And fave poor me the weaker. 

Leon. I have ſworn, 

And will diſpatch. 

Mar. Yet hear me ſpeak once more. (Knetling 
O do not kill me, though I know no cauſe 

I : Why 
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Why I ſhould wiſh to live who ne'er knew Joys" 
Or fear to die ho ever fear d the Gods; =! 


But 'tis, perhaps, the property of youth 


To doat on its new being, and depend, 
Howe'er depreſt, on pleaſures in reverſion.” 
You are but young your ſelf: then, as you hope 
To prove the fancy'd bliſs of years to come, 
Spare me, O ſpare me now. 21 
Leon, You plead in vain, 
Commit your foul to heaven. 
Mar. Can you ſpeak thus ! 18 
O can you have compaſſion for my ſoul 3 
Yet, at the inſtant, by a cruel deed, 
That Heayen and Earth maſt hate, deſtroy your 


own? 
Enter Pirate, and interpoſes: it. 
1 Pir. Hold villain, Fear mats fair one, Pllde- 
fend thee. 705. 
Leon. Slave, how dnnbiberdefonce almanac 


Who, and what are you? 


1 Pir. A man, fool. Alexander the Great was 
no more. Tou are a poltron, a coward, and 
a raſcal, to-draw cold iron on a woman. 

Tecon. I want not courage, baſe intruding villain, 


To ſcourge thy inſolence. | (fgbt. 


Mar. You gracious Gods | 
Muſt I behold, and be the cauſe of murder ? 
Enter ſecond, and then third Pirate. 
2 Pir, Aprize! A prize! W 
3 Pir. Half part, Mate, half part. 


1 Pir. What, —— 
Fold. Sir. N 
Lan, 
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Leon, With all my heart. ny 

If you increaſe ſo faſt, — 

I know them now for Pirates. (Exit Leonine. 
1 Pir, Hands off. I found her firſt. 


2 Pir. That's no claim amongſt us. 


3 Pir. No, none at all. Every man is to have 


his ſhare of all the prizes we take. 

1 Pir. Nay, if you come to that, ſhe belongs t to 
the whole ſhip's company. 

2 Pir. Who denies chat? But I will not quit my 
part in her to the Captain himſelf: ſink me if I do. 

2 Pir. Nor I, by Neptune. 

1 Pir. This is no place to diſpute in. We ſhall 
have the city riſe upon us: therefore we muſt have 

her aboard ſuddenly. 

Omnes. Ay; bear a hand, bear a hand. 

1 Pir, Come, ſweet Lady. 

2 Pir. None ſhall hurt you. | 
3 Pir, Well loſe our lives before well ſee you 
wrong' d. 

Mar. You Beba pen Ae bd lens 
Protect me whilſt among theſe lawleſs Men 
From loath'd pollution, violence and ſname; 


And bold blaſphemers, who ſhall hear the nn 


Shall own you are, and uſt. 


i Pir. A rare prize, if a man cou'd ene wn | 
himſelf. A pox of all ill fortune, ſay-I. (Exeunt. 


Re-enter Leonine. 


3 Theſe Pirates ſerve the daring ruffian Valles, 


A deſperate crew they are. There is no fear 

Marina will return. They?Jl, doubtleſs, have 
Their 5 of her firſt; and then, perhaps, 
| Accord: 


1 
LIENS 


MARIN 4. © 19 
According to a cuſtom long usd by em 
Sell her where ſhe will ne'er be heard of more: 
Then I may take the merit of her death, - . © 
And claim the whole reward. It ſhall be ſo, 

Pl ſwear to the fond Queen, F have difpatch'd 1611 
And thrown her in the ſea. A rare device 2 
Theſe rogues have ſav d me from a helliſh deed, 
And a fair wind attend them. (Exit Lee. 


SCENE II. 4 Hens in Epbels 1 


Enter Bawd and Bolt. 

Baud. Sad times, Bolt. 

Bolt. Ay, very ſad times, Miſtreſs. |: 
Baud. This new order, ſo much talk'd of, * 
ſuppreſling publick lewdneſs, will be the ruin of us. 
All our buſineſs will fall into private hands. I muſt, 
ſhut up my doors, I muſt quit my houſe, —— 

can find ſome way to evade it. 

Bolt. Whip Bawds and Panders } fine doings! 
rare Magiſtrates ! Let em whip their own lubberly 
Sons and dough-bak'd Daughters for their idleneſs, 
and not puniſh people for their induſtry and ſervice 
to the publick. 

Bawd. Nay, nay, if they wil turn iniquity out 
of the high ways, they muſt expeck to find it in their 
families. Let them keep their Wives and Daughters 
honeſt if they can. The neceſſities of ann 
muſt be ſupply d. 

Bolt. There are abundance of * 0 
and Travellers here in 5 Pi, that 1d to be our 
cuſtomers. -_ | 
Bawd, And old Batchelors, «10; d 

Bolt: 


* 
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Bolt. And younger Brothers. 

Bawd. And diſconſolate Widowers. | 

Bolt. And Huſbands that have old Wives. 

Baud. And Philoſophers, Lawyers, and Soldiers 
that have none at all; and all theſe muſt be ſerv'd. 

Bolt. And will, while Women are to be had for 
money, love, or importunity, _ 

Baud. Ay, let the Citizens, who ſpirited up this 
proſecution againſt our uſeful vocation, think of the 
conſequence, . and tremble. 

Bolt. Yet, after all, theſe threats may come to 
nothing. You have weather'd many ſuch a ſtorm, 
— Coupler. 

Baud. Ay, Bolt, 1 ea mp üs nd hy 
downs— no Woman more But I will not be diſ- 
courag'd, I will not neglect buſineſs for a rumour 
neither. The mart will fill the town, and we are 

Bolt. Never N Three poor wenches are al! 4 

our ſtore, and they can do no more than they can. 

Baud. Thou ſay'ſt true. And thoſe fo ſtale, ſo MW 
funk, and ſo diſeas d, that a ſtrong wind would blow 

*em all to pieces. I muſt have others, whatever _ 4 
coſt me. 

Bolt. Shall I fearch the ſlave market ? 
Baud. Thoſe we buy there, are moſtly half 

worn out before we have them. There was the little 
Tranſilvanian you bought laſt, did not live above 
three months, mn meg g 
the coſt. = 

Bolt. Ay, ſhe was quickly made meat for worms. 
But there are loſſes in all trades, and ours not being 
honeſt — | Bawd. 
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Baud. Marry come up; I pray, what trades are 
honeſt, as they are us d? We umme 
others. | 
Enter Valdes, and bebob Pirates, with Marina. 
Vald. Where Mother CO TOE — you 


Bawd ? 
Bawd. Why, how now, Roter How now, 


Captain Thief? Uſe your Tarpaulin language to thy 
own natural Mother do, Bran and un — 
Ironface. 

Vald. Let any one be judge, * my chin, 
ſomewhat black and rough I muſt confeſs, or thine, 
that's cover'd with grey down, like a gooſe's rump, ; 
be the more comely. Thy face is a memento mori 
for thy own ſex, and to ours an antidote againſt 
the ſin you live by. But, ſee what we have n 
you: Here's a Paragon. | 

Bolt. (afide the Bawd.) Marl th colour of they 
hair, complection, ſhape and age. | | 

Bawd. I have noted them all. When Nature 
fornv this piece, ſhe meant me a good turn. 

Vald. Here's that will repair your decay'd arras, 
and ſet you up for a Bawd of condition. 

Bawd. I was juſt ſaying, what ſtale, worn out 
creatures are daily. brought to market ; and thoſe who 
buy of Pirates, muſt expect as bad, or worſe: And 
then I have choice enough, and thoſe not blown on. 

Vald. Nay, nay, uſe your pleaſure : You have the 
firſt proffer of her. If ſhe's not for your turn, there's 
no harm done: She's any one's money. 

Baud. You don't conſider the dulneſs of the times. 
IF wen Were de ey dae decks eee, 4 b. | 
cl, C. d »i1.99w 
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Vald. A vioiet6007 cd ono, 1 
Bawd. , A likely matter, coming from ts "a 


of ſuch a lawleſs crew! 
Fald. You are deceived. - We have laws wes 


er lues or I would not have parted, with her. 


However we are diſtinguiſh'd by titles and office, 
each man hath; a right to his proportion of every 
prize we take; which all claiming on the ſight of 
her, and refuſing. to compound with, or give 
place to any other, there enſued ſuch jealouſy, ſuch 
fury and contention, that we were obliged, by com- 
mon conſent, to leave her untouch'd, and diſpoſe of 
her, as ſoon as poſſible, to wm the cutting of 
one anothers:throats., 

Baud. Well, what's your price? 

Vald. What do you mean ready rigg'd? She 
has excellent cloaths you ſee. 

Bawd. If I. deal for her, I take her altogether. 

Vald. I won't bate one doit of a thouſand pieces. 

Baud. What ſhall I give pow! bor your Wente 


Valdes? 


Vald. Vour honeſty, Mother 0 n : We won't 
differ for a trifle. | 

Baud. Five hundred pieces, Sir! 

Vald. Four times told, Madam. : 

Baud. Why, what the Devil, you ſaid but a 


| 3 e' en now. 


Vald. I thought you couꝰ- d' hear * by halves, 
and was willing to come up to your underſtanding. 


© Bolt. Vou'll ſtand haggling till you loſe her. 


Vald. Look you, I am at a word. But for the 
reaſon I juſt now ſpoke of, you ſhou'd nothave had 
her for twice the ſum, Bawd. 
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Bard. Follow me, and you ſhall have youn mo- 
ney. Bolt, take care of my purchaſe. | 

. Never fear, Miſtreſs; never fear. 

1 ( (Exeunt Vald. Bawd and Pirates. 
Mar. Immortal Gods! to what am I reſervid ? 
Bolt. Come hither," child. Tou are but young, 

and may want ſome inſtructions. Tho? ſne who has 
bought you, your Miſtreſs and mine, knows as 
much as a woman can know; yet there's nothing 

like a man to teach you the practical part of buſi- 

neſs, take my word for it. 

Mar. What are you, Sir ? 

Bolt. A middle aged perſon, as you ſee; and in 
perfect health, that you may depend upon. 

Mar. Is your mind ſound ? © 

Bolt. She's mighty ſimple. " ay, as Hound as 
my body. 

Mar. The Gods preſerve | it ſo. Yet you talk- 

ftrangelyy: i. {5 ;- 

Boll. 1 thank you heartily for your aa wiſhes, 
Nay, I am the principal perſon in this family, after 
our Miſtreſs: It may be well worth your 5 to 
make a friend of me. N 
Mar. I know not, but am ſure I want a friend, 

I am of maids moſt wretched. 

Bolt. I'll quickly eaſe you of * wretcheiluaſd of 
being a maid. Yet you CA EY mn | 

Mar. I underſtand you not. 

Bolt. Such things are common 8 "Bag as — 
and other needful arts in man my Miſtreſs 
will inform you. _ Bold _ her. 


wy 
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Mar. Why do you rudely lay er 


on me? 
I am not to be touch'd: 149] 

Bolt. Not to be touch'd ! Ha, ha, "OST 
ty jeſt, and will do rarely with ſome young gulls. 
To ſeem moit fearful when you are moſt willing, | 
and weep as you do now, will move the pity of | 
your Inamoratos, and ſtrain their purſes to ſhower 1 
down gold upon you. Tour ſtriving will not ſave 
you : This is no place for ſqueamiſh modeſty : We 
live by lewdneſs here, and you were bought to car- 


ry on the trade. 
Mar. Hence, thou deteſted flave, thou ſhame- 
leſs villain, e (Breaks from him, 
Enter Bawd. 


You powers that favour chaftity, defend me. 
Baud. Why how now ? what's the matter here? 
what have you been doing with her? 

Bolt. Nothing, Miſtreſs, and I am afraid there 
is nothing to be done with her. She fights like a 
ſhe Tyger. 

Baud. Out, you raſcal. Is this a e 
your chaps ? 

Bolt. Why not? Do you think I'II fave up a 
delicate diſh without taſting it ? 15 

Baud. In your turn, ſirrah, in your turn. Let 
your betters be ſerv'd before you. 

Bolt. Ay, but a bit of the ſpit, you know—— 

Baud. Abcut your buſineſs, and let Gentlemen 
know how we are provided for their entertainment. 
(Exit Bolt.) Don't cry, pretty one': He ſhall be 
made to know his diſtance, and his time, While 
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you behave diſcreetly, child, you ſhall be reſery'd 
for the better ſort of men only. Lou are fallen 1 * 
good hands, depend upon it. 

Mar. O why was Leonine ſo flack, fo floxw ! Fi, 
Wou'd he had us'd his ſword, and not W 
Or that the Pirates, not enough Barbarians, : 
Had thrown me in the ſea to ſeek my mother. 

Bawd. Come, come, my roſe-bud, my. — of 
Jeſſamin, you are all beauty and ſweetneſs— you 
have no cauſe to my: Hern has . its part 
OY FOB) animn. farts" 0 34> 
Mar, I accuſe not Heaven. : , 

—_ Here you may live, and ſhall. ; 

Mar. The more's my grief 
T' have ſeap'd-his. SS who wou'd have 6 given me 

A 
Baud. And live * lake. 
Mar. No. 1 
Baud. You ſhall not want variety': you ' hall 
have men, and men of all camplezions, 7a 

Mar. Are you a woman? 

Baud. A woman ! pray, what do you take: me 
tor, Madam ? I have 22 a woman, * 
an handſome woman in my tine. 

Mar. Of this I'm ſure, you are not what you 

ſhou'd be: 
A woman ſhou'd be honeſt. 

Bawd. O the Devil! 

Mar. And modeſt, and religious. 

Baud. You're a ſapling to talk ſo to one of my 

| &*pcrience. Honeſt, modeſt, and religious, with 
a pox to you! Pll make you know, before I've done 
with 


Sf 
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Ct "rand _— | 


22 MARIN 4 


with you, that I wort have any ſuch thing menti- 
on'd in my houſe. . 
Mar. The gracious Gods defend me. © 
Bawd. What, do you offer to fay your prayers 
in my hearing! Is this a place to pray in? Don't 
provoke me, don't. I find I ſhall have ſomething 
to do with you. But you ſhall bend or break, I can 
toll you that for your comfort. 
Enter Bolt. 
Bolt. Miſtreſs, here's the lean French Knight, 1e 
that cowers in the hams, and the fat German Count. 
Baud. In good time. Here, take this ſtubborn 
fool, and carry her to them. 
Bolt. To which of them? = 
Baud. To him that will give moſt firſt, and to 
the other afterwards. She coſt me a round ſum, but 
don't refuſe money. Her bluſhes muſt be quench'd 
with preſent 3 She's good for i as 
ſhe is. | 
Mar. Diana, aid my purpoſe. 
Bolt. Come your ways. What modal we to do with 
Diana a | | | 
Baud. Ay, troop, follow your 1. We'll 
teach you honeſty, en and 1 vr with a 
vengeance. 


—— 


Mar. If fires be hot, ſteel ſharp, or waters deep, 


Unſtain'd I ſtill my virgin fame will keep. 


N ( Exeunt. 
. Ed i te fit ACT, 
2 = a "RET 
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"Pf _ 1, SCENES 
"tn Apartment adjoining to à Temple at the 
Court of Tharſus. 
Enn Queen and Leonine. 
vs bon WED:sY 19707 ON; 
O bury kneaded earth for dead Abe Kia 
Was a moſt n . The? cheated 


o 


Tharfans + 1 
Pierced Heaven with their e ; but fulpicion 
As if Death cloſed her buſy prying eyes 


When the fair Hrian died, ſtill ſlumbers on. we 
The monument of Parian marble wrought," 12 


Fu 


And epitaph in characters of gold, Fo bot 
Were my contrivance too, and now are finiſh'd. L 
I have done all that your reſentment aſC dl, 


And well ſecured your ſafety and your fame: 
"Tis more than time you liſten'd to my ſuit,” 
9. Can nothing but my dame ee * 


Reward your. ſewice? . a 
Leon. I deſerve them both. +43 m1 baA 
9, Were I ſole miſtreſs of the "nd l 1 

Fd give it all this murther were undone. \ 


The very Wrens of Tbarſus will betray it 

To Pericles, who now comes to demand her. 
Leon. That's only 1 in n h Give me > your 

promiſe 

To be my bride, and ſeal my (lips for ever. 
Q: What! wed a murtherer! oo 
Leon. Who made me ſo? | 

Reſolve in time ere ruin oveitake you#gt©.7; 41612241 

Q” crtake us both. Your fattries drew me in, 

You 
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You taught me to be bloody and ambitious, 
And I will now partake your thfone, or _ 
But not alone. You kaow how popular 
The injur'd Prince of Ye is here th Tharſus. 
This City, now the ſcat of wealth and plenty, * 
Whoſe towers invadethe clouds, which never ſtranger 
Beheld but wonder'd at, as all 1 | 
Had but for Pericles been deſolate, 
Forſaken, or the grave of its 7 — 
A den for bats to build and wolves to howl in. 
How many thouſands, living now, remember, 
When, famiſhing with hanger, Prince and people 
Sat down and wept for bread; when tender mothers 
Fed on their new born babes, and man and wife 
Drew lots who firſt ſhou'd die, and furniſh food 
To lengthen out the life of the ſurvivor. 
This our diſtreſs brought-Pericles from Dre; 
Who, bravely ſcorning to improve ti advantage, 
And make a conqueſt of a proſtrate land, 
Did with a lib'ral hand ſupply our ea; wants, 
And turn our dying groans ro ſongs of joy. 
For this the Tharfians love him as a _— 
And as a God adore him. eie 

9, Be it ſo: | | 

Pm ſtil} their Queen, dike in fabjortich. 
Teon. Les, while they pleaſe : As we have — 
Held with a thread, until ſome accident, 
Or his raſh keeper's folly, rous'd his fury. 
They've ſome regard for the good line you came of, 
And yet are thereby hardly held from outrage : 
So hateful have the pride and other vices, 
Notorious in you, made you to the million, 

2 | But 
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But ſhou'd they hear, or have the leaſt ſuſpicion . - 


Of your foul dealing with the much loy'd daughter 
Of royal Perictes, like flames let looſe, 
They'd in an inftant make this lofty dome 


Your fun'ral pile, and give the winds youraſhes 


Or having torn you in ten thouſand pieces, 

With honeſt ſcorn, caſt out your loath'd remains 

For kites re een ons 1 2 Hrib en weft 
9. Tis too true: 1 th e teat 


 Shou'd this dark deed al n my teig eng ended. 


I ſee I muſt comply. She who has us Al 
A wicked agent in a ſhameful act, hs 
Muſt thenceforth be his ſlave. You — on ek 


Now your ambition's ſerv'd, teach me to anſwer 


The King of Tyre when he demands his child. 
Leon. Say ſhe * ildclendyy as what's more coun- 
mon? ob v 


That you wept der ber hagfe e 


Then ſhow-the monument and epitaph -- 5 ,, 


Procur'd-at your expence; and her griey'd Sire 
Shall curſe the cruel fates that ſtill purſue him 


With plague on plague, ht TIS 


_ Have been their inſtrument. 


9. The deed's not mine, — (Trumpets 

Pericles comes, and I muſt . content:: 

The Traytor's in the toils, and cannot — 
Enter Pericles, Eſcanes, Guards and Attendants. 
9. Welcome, great Pericles, to mourning N 


My royal parents and your faithful nn 


Cleon and Dionyſia, are no more. ; 
Per. Ent ring the port I met the 0 


The * tears this unthought loſs drew from me, 


D n 
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Are yet wet on my cheeks. ' O two ſuch l 
But I'm a man born to adverſity; | 
No land &er gave me reſt, and winds and unters 
In their vaſt tennis- court, have, as a ball, 
Uſed me to make them ſport. But to my purpoſe. 
*Tis more than twice ſeven years ſince I beheld thee 
With my Marina, both were infants then. 
Peace and ſecurity ſmil'd on your birth; 
Her's was the rudeſt welcome to this world 
That e' er was Prince's child: Born on the ſea, 
Hence is ſhe call'd Marina, in a tempeſt. 
When the high working billows kiſt the Moon, 
And the ſhrill whiſtle. of the boatſwain's pipe 
Seem'd as a whiſper in the ear of Death: 
Born when her Mother dy'd. That fatal hour 
Mut ſtill live with me O you gracious Gods 
Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 1 
And ſnatch them ſtreight away? The waves receiv'd | 
My Queen. A ſea mate's cheſt coffin'd her corpſe; | 
In which ſhe ſilent lies midſt groves of coral, = 
Or in a glitt ring bed of ſhining ſhells. 
The air fed lamps of Heaven, the ſpouting whale, 
And daſhing waters, that roll o'er her head, 
Compoſe a monument to hide her bones, 
Spacious as Heaven, and laſting as the frame 
Of univerſal Nature. | 
Eſc. Royal Sir, 
This fad companion, dull-ey'd Melancholy, 
So long careſt, ſhou'd now be caſt aſide. 
Per. O never, never: Do not interrupt me. 

In the days glorious walk, or peaceful night, 

When grief ſhou'd ſeem to ſleep, a welcome gueſt, 
7.0. gi one 


M ARITN A. =—_ 

She fills my anxious thoughts and broken ſlumbers 
With the lov'd image of my loſt Thaiſa, 
And prompts me to rehearſe the oft-told tale 
Of her difaſt'rous end; and chiefly now 
come to ſeek the Phenix that took life 
From her dead aſhes— But I've almoſt done 
We left my Princeſs in her wat'ry tomb, 
And, as the winds gave way, arriv'd at 7. barſus. 
Here to your royal parents I committed 
(Whoſe love I had experienc'd and deſerv'd) 
My only child, to give her education 
Suiting her rank, and in ſome ſort ſupply 
Her pious mother's loſs. And this the rather, 
For that the peace of Tyre was ſorely broken 
By foreign foes, and treaſons bred at home : 
For I have drank the dregs of all misfortunes. _ 
I vow'd too then, though it ſhow*d wilful in me, 
That all unſiſterd ſhou'd this heir of mine 
Remain till ſhe were marry*d. Thoſe commotions, 
That long embroiPd me, being now compos'd; 
Pm come to pay my thanks, andclaim my daughter. 

2, Unhappy Prince! wou'd Heaven have beard 

my Pray'rs, 

Thy ſweet Marina now by my y lov'd ſide 
Had bleſsd thy longing eyes; but wretched mortals 
In vain oppoſe the powers that rule above em: 
Shou'd we rage loud as did the winds and ſeas 
When ſhe was born, things. would be as they are. 
Unfold thoſe doors, and let the care-worn King 
Behold the teſtimony of our love 
To our fair foſter Siſter, and our grief 
For her untimely fate. : 
| 1 The 
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The Scene draws, and diſcovers a. 7. Sen with ihe 


Monument. 
Per. (Reading) © Here lieth interr'd 
&* Marina, daughter to the Prince of Tyre. 


O thou who gav'ſt me reaſon and reflection 


Eternal Fove, rebuke theſe ſwelling thoughts, - 
That wou'd diſpute your goodneſs or your being: 
Bind them in walls of braſs: Let me remember 
I hold my powers from thee, that earthly man 

Is but a ſubſtance made for your high pleaſure: 
Teach me, as fits my nature, to ſubmit 


To your thrice kindled wrath, 


Eſc. Let thoſe who think 


They cou'd endure his woes, ſpeak . to l ; 


My ſoul is faint with terror to behold en. 

Per. Fire, water, earth, and air in loud combuſtion 
Hareld my loft Marina to the light; 
But dumb and ſpeechleſs ſorrow ſhall attend 


Her timeleſs paſſage to the realms of death. 


From this curſt hour I'll never ſpeak again, 
To mock with words unutterable grief; 
But make my manners ſavage as my fortunes, 
And be as wretched as the Gods wou'd have me. 
Sable ſhall be the ſhip henceforth that bears me; 
No fteel ſhall touch my face, no water cleanſe it. 
Nor comb be us'd to part my matted hair. 
If &erT change my raiment, galling ee 
Inſtead of royal robes, ſhall gird my loins, 
And aſhes be my crown. Pll ne'er return, 
Neer view thy ſpires again, renowned Tyre ; 
But wander through the world a wilful vagrant, 
And ne'er taſte comfort oath” 
2 ü p 
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What his vindictive hand hath taken — 110 1 
What 1 have been I'll ſtudy to forget: 1 


Or Jove reſtore to my unhoping eyes 


Do you ſo too. Tell who I was to uo man * Ae 
What I am now, a wretch by heay'n devoted = 
To all diſtreſs and by himſelf abandon d. 
Shall evidence it ſelf. -Come, my Eſcanes. 9 8 
Eſc. O woful, woful hour! Where ſhall * 
Per. I care not, let blind . 
Shun Tyre, and ev'ry other place is equl. 


Fair Queen, adieu. Your kindneſs ro my child + 1 1 
The Gods return you double. Yet conſider 


And view the frailty of your ſtate in me. 
Once Princes fate, like ſtars, about my throne, _ --- 
And veiPd their crowns to my fapremacy :_ __-_ - 
Then, like the ſun, all paid me reverence 
For what I was, and all the grateful lov'd me 
For what I did beſtow ; now not a glow- worm 
Bur in the chearleſs night diſplays more brightneſs, 
And is of greater ule, than darken'd Pericles,  . 
Be not high minded, Queen, be not high minded: 
Time is omnipotent, the King of Kings, 3 
Their parent and their grave Beware, beware — 
Let thoſe who drink of ſweet proſperity 
In flowing cups, mingle their draughts with pity ; 
And think when they behold th* afflicted's tears, 
The miſery of others may be theirs. 
( (Exeunt Pericles, Eſcanes, Ge, 
2, Vabappy Queen! deteſted Leonine ! 
O had I tarry'd but a little longer, 
Marina had been gong without my guilt : 
Or had you put me by this one bad thought, 


[ 
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In which perhaps I ne'er ſhou'd have relapsd, ©. 
I might have bleſs d you as my better genius; 


4 


But now muſt curſe” you as a cruel wretch 


Who ſeeing me unguarded, ſeiz d that moment 


To blaſt my fame, and ruin me for ever. 


Leon . Were this repentance true; hack now too ls: 1 


But if, as I ſuſpect, tis but aſſum' d 


(Your purpoſe being ſerv'd) to vail your mood 
(Pretending conſcience for your breach of faith) 
The cheat's too groſs, and you may reſt aſſur d, 
I ſhall fee through and ſcorn the thin diſguiſe. / 


9. Then here eh caſt it off. Shall I, who cou'd 


not bear 

The unmeant rivalſhip of ſweet Marina, 
Reſign my crown, and live a ſlave to thee ? 
A wretch whom I deteſt, a venal villain, 
One whom I fix d on as the worſt of men, | 
For the worſt purpoſe. 

Leon. Baſe, ungrateful Queen 
Is this all the reward Tm to expect? 

A Such a reward as ſuch vile inſtruments 
As you deſerve, a murderer's reward, 
Thou haſt already. 

Leon. Hah! * 

* ©. Yes, thou art poiſon'd. 

The ſubtle potion working in thy veins 
Is a more certain remedy for talking, 


4 


Than all my wealth, or the rich crown of Tharſus 


Not that I fear, now Pericles is gone, . 
The utmoſt of thy malice cou cſt thou live, 
As tis moſt ſure thog i not. 
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Leon. Curſed Harpy! 
The loathſome grave is better than 40 bed, 
And Death a lovelier paramour than thee. 
O! I am ſick at heart. 

2: The venom works. 


How wild he looks ? I will be kind, and leave him, 


Leon. Aſſiſt my feeble arm, ye righteous Gods! 
Though Pve offended, | do not fail me now. 
This cauſe is yours tis well— my hand is arm'd— 


Now guide my weapon's point to her falſe heart, 
42 we ſhall both have juſtice. 


2 Thoughtleſs wretch! 


Where are my Guards ? I ſhall be mand here, : 


Leon. As ſure as you contrived Maring's death, 


As ſure as you've betray d and murther'd me. 


(ftabs ber 


1 fall, but fall N Now criumph fury. 


Enter Guards and Ladies. 
Q You come too Ly: The ſlare has pierc d my 
heart. 


. *, Leon, To wound it 8 know, Marina lives. 
The death intended her by you and me, | 
By Heaven is juſtly turn*d upon our ſelves. 

To will or act is one at that ſtrict audit, 


Where we muſt ſoon appear--O Radamanthus--(dies. 
2: Tear out his tongue, let not the traytor ſpeak. 
Guard. It need not, Madam; he has ſpoke his laſt. 
9. I ſhall not long ſurvive him—Bear me hence 


Thou art the care of Heav'n, virtuous Marina; 


Its out-caſts we. The Gods are juſt and ſtrong z 
And none who ſcorn their * &er N long. 
: Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 4 Houſe in ppb: 
Euter Bawd and Bolt. 

Bawd. Where are the Gentlemen? 

Bolt. Gone. 

Bawd. Gone 

Bolt. Ay, gone away. and left her cinta. 
Wich her holy fpeeches, kneeling, prayers, and tears, 
the has converted em to chaſtity, 

Bawd. The Devil ſhe hass 

Bolt. They vow never to enter a ae 


again, but turn religious, and frequent the Tem- 


ples: They are Sone to hear the OR ſing * 
ready. 

Bawd. What will become of me? O the wicked 
jade, to ſtudy the ruin of a poor Gentle woman 


(weeping) I'd rather than twice the worth of her ſhe 


had never come here. 
Bolt. She's enough to wn 1 che Panders and 


Bawds in Epbeſirs. 

Baud. Pox of her green fickneſs, 

Bolt. Ay, if ſhe wou'd but change one for the 
other, there were ſome hopes of her. But J have 
good intelligence that the E d Lyſimachus v will be 


here preſently. 


Baud. The Governor? 
Bolt. Ay, but he's a ** perſecmr of pero 


"of our profeſſion, 


Baud. Pho, 460k abe Gd Bel eee ac ſu- 
reſt friends in private. If the peeviſh baggage 
wou'd but hear reaſon now, we were made for ever. 
Fetch her. We'll try once more. (Exit Bolt.) 


She muſt. be marble if ſhe don't melt at the ſight of 
ſo 
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ſo great, ſo rich, ſo young and handſome a man as 
the Lord Ly/imachus. 
Enter Lyſimachus, 

Ty/. Well, thou grave planter of 1 iniquity, 
Whoſe juſt returns are full grown crops of ſhame, 
Are you ſupply'd with new and ſound temptations ? 
Such as an healthy man may venture on, 

And fear the loſs of nothing bur his ſoul. 

| Bawd. Tm proud to ſee your Lordſhip here, and 
glad your honour is ſo chearfully diſpos'd. Venus 
forbid a Gentleman ſhou'd receive an injury in my 
houſe, No, Sir, we defy the Surgeons. And for 


1 
* 


temptation, I have ſuch an one, if ſhe would but— | 


Lyſ. Prythee, what? 
; Bawd. Your Honour knows what I mean vel 
enough. 
: Ly. Well, let me yes her, 

Baud. Such fleſh and blood, Sir !— For red and 
white — Well, you ſhall ſee a flower, and a flower 


ſhe were indeed, had ſhe, but 


2 Why doſt not ſpeak ? What is there want. 


ing in her? 
Baud. O, Sir, I can be modeſt. 
Lyſ. When ſuch as theſe pretend to modeſty, 
They are theri moſt impudent. 
Enter Bolt, forcing in Marina. 
Bawd. Now, Sir, what do you think of her ? 


Wov'dn'tſhe ſerve after a long voyage ?—Ay, Sir 


Lyſ. Tm loſt in admiration— Here's your fee: 
Away, be gone and leave us. I came hither, 
O who wou'd truſt his heart, bent to detect 
And TR theſe bad people; but when ſin 
E Appears 


ANGEL» ACCIDENT: on... 
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leave his Honour and her together. (Exeunt Bawd 
and Bolt. | 


(For ſure you once ſhgne in a higher region) 


F or, loving, I am fearful to offend, 


Appears in fuch a form, the firmeſt virtue 
Diſſolves to air before it. 
Bawd. 1 pray your Honour let me have a word 


with her: Pl! have done preſently. 
Lyf. Do, I beſeech you. 
Bawd. Firſt I wou'd have you take notice that 
this is a»man of Honour. 
Mar. Grant, Heav*n, I find him fo ! I 
Baud. And next, that he's a great man and Gover- 
nor of this country; and laſtly, one Pm n to. 
Mar. If he's greatly good 
And governs well, you're bound to him indeed. 
Bawd. Pray uſe him kindly, or —— 
Ly/. Have you yet done? 
Baud. Pm afraid your Lordſhip muſt take ſome 
pains with her, but there's nothing to be done with 
theſe unexperienc'd things without it. Come, we'll 


Lyſ. Thou brighteſt ſtar that ever left its ſphere 


For low pollution and the depth of darkneſs, 

How long haſt thou purſu'd this devious courſe ? 
Mar. What courſe d'ye mean, my Lord? 
Lyſ.. 1 dare not name it: 


Mar. I cannot be offended at the truth, | 
_ Lyf. How long have you been what you now pro- 
feſs? 
Mar. Fer ſince I can remember. 
Ly/. Gods! what pity! 
Were you a proſtitute ſo very young? 


Mar. 
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Aon. I ner was other—if I am ſo now, 

Tyſ. You are proclaim'd a creature ſet to ſale 
By being here. - | 

Mar. And do you know this houſe - 
8 place of ſuch reſort, yet venture in it? 
| I've heard you are of honourable rank, 

. govern here. 

Ly/. O, you have heard my pow T, 
And therefore ſtand aloof, but without cauſe ; 
For my authority ſhall here be blind, 
Or look with kindneſs on thee. I've now learnt _ 
What once ſeem'd WE why rich men graſp at 

pow'r, - 5 * 

And the poor murmur at reſtrictive e 
Paſſion wou'd have the means to work its ends, 
And the fierce tumult of intemp'rate blood 
Rages the more the more it is reſiſted. 
I muſt and will, in ſpight of vain remorſe 
And what I have been, feaſt each aking ſenſe 
On thy luxurious charms, Why doſt thou ſhun me? 
Bluſhing I ſpeak it, thou ſhalt never find 
Amongſt the herd whoſe only joy is lewdnefs, 
A more devoted ſlave, Is wanton pleaſure - 
What you affect? My youth, yet unimpair'd 
By riot or diſeaſe, ſhall meet your wiſhes, 
Art thou ambitious? Power and pomp attend thee. 
Or if the love of Gold, that curſed bait 
That ruins half thy ſex, poſſeſs thy heart; 
I will deſcend to gratify a paſſien 
I ſhould deteſt in any but thy (elf, 

Mar, Cou'd you do thus! O you immortal powers, 
. is your influence on the heart of Man, 
E 2 If 
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If ev'ry light temptation wins him from you? 
Shall painted clay, ſhall white and red, leſs pure 
Than that which decks the lilly and the roſe, 
Seduce you from the bright unfading joys 


Your goodneſs yields! For ſure your ſpeech imports, 
And I well hope, you have not yet renounc'd it. 


Ly/. Thou art fo fair, fo exquiſitely fair, 
And plead'ſt againſt thy felt with ſo much art, 
That had I known thee ſooner — What a thought !— 
But ſully*d as thou art I muſt poſſeſs thee, 


Whate'er the purchaſe coſt. 


Mar: To think me, Sir, 


A creature ſo abandon'd yet purſue me, 


Is fure as mean and infamous, as wicked. 


What ! waſte your youth in arms that each lewd. 


ruffian : 
Who pays the price, may fill; laviſh your wealth, 
And yield your ſacred honour to the hand 
Of an improvident and waſtful Wanton, 
Who does not guard her own ! 
Lyſ. True, I came hither, 


With thoughts like theſe— But lead me to ſome 


place 
Private and dark— Alas, why doſt thou weep ? 
Mar. Dare not come near me, 
Lyſ. By the raging flame 


Thy eyes have kindled here, I muſt enjoy thee. 
Mar. Then view my laſt defence. (draws a dagger, 


Ly/. What doſt thou mean 


Mar, Todie if you purſue your hated purpoſe, 
Vain, raſh, miſtaken man, 
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7 | She's all a miracle, as chaſte as fair. 
= He muſt indeed have a corrupted mind, 
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Lyſ. O hold thy hand: „„ 
By Jove ſhe doth amaze me. Reſt aſſur d 
I will not offer violence again 17713 q 


Be who or what thou wilt But let me ſeize 
This threat'ning ſteel, that fill'd my —_ with terror 
While levelbd at thy breaſt. krrro" 

Mar. O mighty Sir, 7 
If you were born to honour ſhow it now; 


If put upon you, make that judgment good 


That thought you worthy of it. 


Lyſ. She's in earneſt. 
Here is ſome myſtery I cannot fathom. G 
Mar. Have pity on a maid, a friendleſs maid, 
57 fortune fore d to this deteſted ſty; 
Where ſince I came, diſeaſes have been ſold © © 
Dearer than phyſick.  Wou'd the gracious Gods 
But ſet me free from this unhallow'd place, 
Though they did change me to the meaneſt bird 
That flies in the pure air, I ſhowd be happy. 
 Ly/. Conviction riſes with each word ſhe ſpeaks. 
( o/ide. 
Whom thy ſpeech cou'd not alter. Here's gold for 
Thee 2 +5412 e "32 | | 
Still perſevere in the clear way thou goeſt, 
And the Gods ſtrengthen thee. As for my ſelf, 
The ſhort liv'd error which thy beauty caugd, 


Thy goodneſs and thy wiſdom have corrected. 


Mar. Now you're a true and worthy A 
The gracious Gods omg you.” 
Ly/. Fare thee well. 
If I ſhoy'd take thee hengs, licentious tongues 
= May 
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May wrong my fair intentions, and thy fame. 


Thou art a piece of virtue, and I doubt not 


But that thy birth and training both were noble. 
A curſe upon him, die he, like a thief, 
That ſhall again attempt to wrong thy honour, 
If thou hear'ſt from me, as thou may'ſt expect it, 
And quickly too, it ſhall be for thy good. | 
Enter Bolt, 
Bolt. I beſeech your Honour, one piece for me. 
Tyſ. Avaunt, thou damn'd door ber. Pander, 
hence. 
Tour houſe but for this virgin chat doch prop it, 
Wou' d fink, and overwhelm you. (Exit Lyſimachus. 
Bolt. I ſee we muſt take another courſe with you; 
or your peeviſh chaſtity, which is not worth a break- 
faſt in the cheapeſt country in the univerſe, will un⸗ 
do a whole family. Come your ways. 
Enter Bawd. 


Bad. How now! what's the matter ? 

Bolt. Worſe and worſe, Miſtreſs. She has been 
talking religion to my Lord Lyfmachus. 

Bawd. O abominable 

Bolt. She wakes qur-grokion fink, as it were, 

in the noſtrels of all who come near her. 

Bawd. Marry hang her, 

Bolt. My Lord wou'd have us'd her as a Lord 
ſhou'd uſe a gentleworman, for I over heard em; 
but ſhe ſent him away as cold as a ſnow-ball ; ſaying 


his Prayers too. 


Baud. Take her away: uſe her at your blaue 


Mar. ins bark, you mana 


5 Bawad. 


2» 
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Bawd. She's at her pray'rs again. Away with her. 
I wiſh ſhe had never enter d my doors. (Exit Bawd. 
Bolt. Come, miſtreſs, you ſhall along with me. 
Mar. O wither wou'd you have me? 
Bolt. Into the next room, to take from you by 
force the jewel you are ſo unwilling to part with. 
Mar. Pray tell me one thing firſt. 
Bolt. Propoſe your Queſtion. 

Mar. What wou'd you wiſh to your worſt enemies? 
Bolt. Why I wou'd wiſh em as infamous as my 
miſtreſs, | 
Mar. And yet that wretch is not ſo bad as thou art, 

Since ſhe's thy better as ſhe doth command thee. 

The place thou hold'ſt is ſuch that Cerberus 

1 Wor'd not exchange his reputation with thee, 

I) be filthy groom, door-keeper to a brothel. 

7 Then to the choPrick fiſt of ev'ry villain 

Thy ear is liable. Thy food is ſuch 

As hath been breath d on by infectious lungs. 
Bolt. What wou'd you have me do? Go to the 

wars! Where a man may ſerve ſeven years for the 

| loſs of a leg, and not have money hn: 


Mar. Do any kind of thing but this thou do'ſt: 
Empty receptacles of common filth, * | 
Serve by indenture to the common hangman, 

Or herd with fwine, or beg from door to door: 
The worſt of theſe is far to be preferr'd 

To what you practiſe. If no ſenſe of ſhame, 

No fear of laws, no rew'rence of the Gods 

Come near thy heart; let that which doth perſuade. 
Millions to evil, bribe thee to be good 

4 2 Touch 


end to buy him a wooden one. Wha 
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Touch not my honour, help me to eſcape  _. 
This houſe of ſhame, and take the ſhining gold 
The good Lord gave me. 

Bolt. Nay, Idon't ſee why a man mayn't as well 
do a good deed as a bad one, eſpecially when he's 
paid for it. And to fay the truth, I think you 
wou'd freeze the blood of a Satyr, and make a Pu- 
ritan of the Devil, if they were to cheapen a kiſs of 
thee. Come, give me the money. 

Mar. No, firſt conduct me to ſome Place * 

Bolt. But ſhall I have it then? 

Mar. It I deceive you, take me home again, 
And proſtitute me to the vileſt groom 
That doth frequent your houſe. | 

Bolt. Well, Pll truſt you. I'll ſee you plac'd=. 

Mar. But among honeſt women. 

Bolt. Troth, I've but little acquaintance amongſt 
them. But there is one who is known to all Epheſus 
by fame, the holy prieſteſs of ' Diand's temple : She 


will be proud of ſuch a chaſte companion, and has 


beſides the power to protect you. 
Mar. O the good Gods direct me how to find her! 
Bolt. But, hark, I hear my miſtreſs. We muſt 
be gone: This way we may avoid her. 
Mar. Jove's virgin-beſt-loved daughter, bright 
Diana, 
Who ſhar*ſt with Sol the lies, chaſte Queen of night, 
Defend my virtue, and direct my flight. 
(Exeunt Marina and Bolt. 
Enter Bawd. | 
Baud. Bolt, Bolt, Where are you? Secure Ma- | 


rina. The Governer's officers are ſearching the 
. houſe 


MARINA. 41 


n we ſhall have her forc'd away. Why 
Bolt. O the Devil! the back door is ppen : The 
vill s run pom; 0 TO 
ney I paid for her will be loſt. 

Enter Officers, 

1 Off. She's no where to be found. 
|  Bawd, No, no, ſhe's gone, My man had ſtole 

her away before you came, a pox confound kim 

and you too: I am likely to be * 
paſs betwixt you. 

Off. Then we uſt Eee our other 8 
. ²˙ doin, Sallehen 
ſhut up the heuſ. 

Bawd. Turn me out of duet how muſt Tlive? 

Of. Do you take care of that. It is a favour, 
and a great one too, that you are not ſent to priſon. 

 Bawd. Such Governors are enough to make a 
woman do what ſhe never thought of. 

OF. Ay, do— work— uw what I dure be 
{worn you never thought of. 

Batod. No, tie ee A Gentleworan, and 
work | PII ſee you all hang d firſt, © 
Of. Chuſe, and r i mal You have 
long deſery'd it. | 

Bard. Have 1), ſcoundrel? Ant Jer dun dene 
been glad of a caſt of my office before now. While 
ſuch as you are truſted with authority, as ſure ag 
thieves are honeſt, ſtrumpets chaſte, 

Or prieſts hate money; this ſame ſinful nation 
rer en 


| The End of the Second A C T. 
F . ACT 


Ala. 


4 * A R IN 


AC T II. SCENE I. 
A Street in Epheſus. 
5 - Enter Band, 


4 B AWD. 
F I could but recover Marina, 3 3 her 
pliable, I ſhou'd do very well ſtill: I cou'd 
. living of her in any. ground in 


5 r {inter Bolt, fenging.. 
Bolt. Hah, Mother Coupler ! 8 is it with thee, 


old fleſh-monger ? thou quondam. retailer of ſtale 
carrion, and propagator of diſeaſes. What, quite 
broke l no private practice I know you hate 
to be idle Though your houſe is ſhut up, you 
have ſome properties, I hope. Why, you'll make 
a good ſtroling bawd ſtill. What neyer a new 
- vamped up wench, juſt come out of an e to 
accommodate a friend with? = 
Baud. Villain, traitor, thief, runaway, how dare 


[y9u look we in ages 2 7 
Belt: I am too well acquainted * your 1 my to 
Fo afraid of it— ugly as it 1s. . a 


Baud. You have the impudehce of old Nick. 

Bolt. Then I did not converſe with you fo long 
ae learning ſomething. 

Baud. You ſeduced my ſla ve. 

Balt. That's a lye; tor ſhe aber me. 

Baud. You deſerve to be hang'd for robbing. me 
f my property. What have Fw dons with her ? 
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you ſay, you intended me no good. 


vernor "OE her? 
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Bolt. If 1 had done with her what you wov'd have 

had me, we ſhou'd both have been hang'd : So take 
the matter right, and you are oblig d to me. 

Baud. Not at all: For though it N as 


Bolt. And N r . Lg ever intend __ 
good to? in | 

Baud. Where have oa "0 Marina? | 

Bolt. No where : She was taken from als ** ' 
we ITY of the r the Gover- 
nor's ſervants, x yl 385 

Bad. This is your pmying Lived Rags rot 
him for a cheating hypocrite. And fo after all my 
coſt and pains about her to no manner of 3 
he has her for nothing. 

Bolt. No, he has ct herrbelhert E ave 4 

Bawd. That's ſome comfort 4 555 2 Then — 
Imay have her again. 

Bolt. When ſhe turns ſtrumper, Ind yourepent. 

Baud. Where is ſhe ? W 501 10TH 

Bolt, Where the air is as diſagreeable to a bated. 
as the air of a bawdy-houſe is to her — in the Tem- 
ple of Diana. 

Bawd. I'm a ruin'd woman. 

Bolt. You can never be long at a loſs for a living : 
It is but removing your quarters, and beginning 
your trade again where you are n't KnoWn— if 155 


can find ſuch a place. 


Baud. You're a ſneering Wiel. But J W 
did not let Marina go off with the many the Go- 


= 
F 2 | Bolt. 
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without the comfort of an hoſpital na 
and miſery from the world. | 
Bolt. Or the pleaſure of deſerving it. 
(Exeunt different . 


| SCENE & 

The Temple of Diana, with ber fatue and altar. 
Near them Thaiſa is diſcover'd, £598 fe 
Prieſteſſes attending, who come forward. | 


1 Prieſt. Sleeps the high Prieſteſs yet? 
2 Prieſt; If the ſuſpenſion 207 
Of ſenſe without the benefit of reſt 
Be ſleep, ſhe fleeps: She's greatly diſcompoſed, 


A 2 | 7 Prieſt, 


=_ JI STFINA 
Bolt, No, no, CO SANA 
burthen. 
Baud. eie 
Bolt. Very ſafe, very ſafe. 
Bawd. Why, you don't intend to cheat me of 
that too? 
Bolt. 1 don't well underſtand what you mean by 
Cheating, but am ſure I ſhou'd deceive you moſt 
egregiouſly if I were to part with a ſingle ſtiver. 
No, no, I ſhall take care of my ſelf: I ſhall keep 
what I have got, depend upon it. 3 K 
Baus. Bur what a conſcience mult you have i 
| the mean time! 
| Bolt. Don't you and I know one another, Mo- 
1 ther Coupler ? Meaſure my conſcience exactly by 
" your own, and you'll find its dimenſions to the 
}1 breadth of a hair. 
if Baud. If I ben't reveng'd, may I die af the pip 


1 Prieſt. Yet, 3 _ — 
Hence day and night, before her facred ſhrine, 
| She ſeeks with ardour the celeſtial maid, - 
or watching waits her will;; or if by chance 
I She ſlumbers, "tis, as. NOW, beneath her altar. | * 
4J 2 Prieſt. You muſt have known e 394110 
1 Prieſt. Eer ſince that morning | 
When from the troubled boſom of the deep 
The billows caſt her, breathleſs, on the _ 
That fronts this holy temple.. I ea 
When the good father of Ly/machus . 
(And my kind uncle) by his art reſtor'd her 
From her moſt death like trance. 
2 Prieſt. This, though long Ron. .. ef ” 3 
And a known truth, is ſtill the theme of wonder. 


„ * 
ns 


- 1 Prieſt. I remember, when all ſuppos'd her * = 
| This learned Lord did from the firſt affiem,, _ 

p That death might for ſome bours wfurg ya nature, 

e And yet the fire of life kindle again . 


The Oer preſt ſpirits : And ſhe ivd to prove it its. r. 

2 Prieſt. *Tis fra none &er diſcover'd who 
8 

1 Prieſt. From te cans bedr and gems: 
found with her, - 

We judg'd her royal: All ſhe vod diſcloſe. 

Was that ſhe loſt a huſband, and with him 

All hopes and all deſires of earthly joys. 

And chooſing to devote her future days 

To chaſtity and grief, ſhe here retir'd ;_ . 

And took with me, who then was juſt — 

To be profeſt, the habit Argentine. | 

The ſacred dignity ſhe now ſuſtains 
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45 MARINA 
Was much againſt her will conferr'd upon her, 
When fage Euphrion dy ec. 

2 Prieft. Did you not mark 


How in an inftant ſorrow overwhelm'd her, 


When news was brought from Cyprus of the death 
Of the good King Simonides? =» 
1 Prieſt. 1 did. 
Her fortune's teeming with Fn great event. 
2 Prieſt. The perfect likeneſs too there is between 
Her ſelf and ſweet Marina, much amaz'd her.. 
1 Prieſt. any ry ara: that ſee them. But 
allow FW | 
The diff rence time muſt” make, and they the 
| ſame : 
J uſt what Marina is, with was 
When 1 beheld her firſt, TIF n i 
Tha. O Pericles! - mon n L494 C11 1 
r Prieft. Did the not ſpeak f Attend. eft'} 
Tha. Art thou reftor'd © © 
To the long a1 artns of thy Thaiſa !— 


n "(rifes and comes PREY 
1 Prieſt. Madam, How fare you? | . 1 
© Tha.” Twas but 2 dream, nn 


A flattering dream. And what is life it ſelf, © 
Being juſtly weigh'd, but a meer fleeting ſhadow ? // 
| Moſt like theſe viſions now fo frequent with me— ry 
I am troubled, and trouble you, my friends. 
2 Prieſt. c our bg e "help you, ' we 
were happy. 44 4 11. | 
1 Prieft. T fam wou'd hope your preſen pertur. 
bation wy 


May prove the dil to your laſting peace; © q 
$6 74 | | 


Tha, 
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Ta. The . puck ings 8 And: that, 
perhaps, . 
Is what my dreams e 5 424 & 
1 Prieſt. The Gods forbid. - : 14 4:48 
Tha, The Gods do all their will: Pre lng) book 
learning 542 vM 

A perfect reſignation to their Seeding 1 
My dream was this. ——— | 
The Goddeſs ſeem'd to animate her ſtatue z 2 
And, as I view'd the prodigy with terror, 

Took from my brow the Creſcent and Tiara, 
The ſymbols of my office, and then ſtrack - 
The ſmoaking Cenſer from my trembling hand. 

1 Prieft. Twas wond'rous ſtrange. _ 

Tha. And with a radiant ſmile 
Conſign'd me to the arms of my loy'd Lord, 

Who ſtood confeft and living to receive me. 

With the ſurprize I wak*d. 

1 Prieſt. A fair preſage. 

Our Goddeſs viſits you as a reward | 

For your true piety: This dream's from her. | 

Tha. We doubtleſs think our ſelves ＋ more im- 
pPortance 191 \ 
Than the wiſe Gods e us. 

2 Prięſt. Sacred Madam | 
Fe Lord Lyſimachus—— (Euter Lyſimachus. 

Tha. He's ever welcome. 

Ly/., Hail, holy Prieſteſs, whoſe celeſtial mind 
Adds whiteneſs to the ſilver robe you wear, 
Have you yet learnt ought of the birth and fortunes 
Of that ſweet virgin I commended to you? 

EY COT Dil I 1573 OFT 
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- The. No, my good Lord. When &er I queſtion her | 
Who and from whence ſhe is, ſhe anſwers nor, 1 


But ſits her down and weeps. 
Lyſ. I wiſh I knew. | on 
ba. Time may reveal it. She'va miracle + 
My eyes ner faw her peer. en 
Lyſ. O gracious Lady, 
Sheꝰs ſuch an one that cada 
| Came of a gentle kind and noble ſtock, 
Pd wiſh no better choice. 


Enter Gentleman. 
Gent. Moſt honour'd Sir, - 36 
There is a ſhip arriv'd of ſtrange appearance, 
The hull, fails, ſtreamers, rackle, all are black ; 
From whence is in a chaloupe come on ſhoar 
A perſon of a great but mournful mein, 
Whoſe chief attendant aſks to be admitted 
To ſee our Governor. What is your will? 3 


r - (Exit Gentleman, 
Enter Eſcanes and others . _ bearing þ 


Pericles. 3 
5 Hail, reverend Sir : The gracious Gods pre- 55 
Eſc. And yo, bout live the age that [am nom, 
And die as I wou'd wiſh. | 
Lyſ. You greet me well. 
Eſc. Our veſſel is of Tyre, our bulines hare, 
T' implore Dianas aid for one diſtref'd; 


— 


And ſuch an one as in his happier days 
Never forgot his duty to the Gods, 
Nor let th' afflicted ſue to him in vain 
* | 
— * \ 


Ly, And may ſhe prove propitious. 
Eſc. Sir, we thank you. 
And further wou'd intreat-that for our gold, 


| Your people may ſupply us with proviſions, 


Whereof we are not deſtitute for want, 
But weary for the ſtaleneſs, ; _ 
Lyſ. *Tis a courteſy _ 
Which if we ſnou'd deny, e juſt Go 
For ev'ry graft wou'd ſend a caterpiller, 
And ſo inflict our province. But inform me, 
Who is that melancholy Gentleman. we 
Eſc. He is of note (I may reveal no more) 
And was a goodly perſon, ere diſaſters 
Too great for human ſufPrance, ſunk him thus. 
Ly/. Upon what ground is his diſtemperance? 
E/c. It would be now too tedious to repeat; 
But his main grief ſprings from the timeleſs loſs: M 
Of a beloved wife, and only chile. 
Ly/. Good Sir, all hail ; The Gods preſerve you, 
hail. 
Eſc. Tis all in vain, my Lang he will not pea 
To any one, nor takes he ſuſtenance 
But to prolong his grief. 
Ly/. Yet I durſt wager, 


We have a maid in Epheſus wou'd win 


Some worfls from him. 

Tha. *Tis well bethought, my Lord, 
She, queſtionleſs, with her ſweet harmony, | 
And other choice attractions, wou'd allure him, 
And melt his fix'd reſolyes ; She is moſt happy 


In form and utt'rance, 


1 Say, we wiſh to ſee her, (Exit Gentleman, 
6G _ 
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E ſc. Sure all's effectleſs: Yet vll omit it nothing 
That bears recov'ry's name. 
Enter Marina. 
Lyſ. This is the virgin. 
Thrice welcome, fair one. 

Etſc. She's a gallant Lady. 

Lyſ. Lovely phyſician of diſtemper'd minds, 
We did ſend for thee to exert thy ſkill, 
And matchleſs goodneſs on a noble patient; 
View this majeſtick ruin, and then judge 
By what remains how excellent a pile 
Grief hath defac'd : Abſent to all things elſe, 
And ſelf refign'd to filence and deſpair, 
See, he appears his own fad monument. 
Now, if thy heav'nly art, fo proſperous 
In all attempts, can win him to attention, 
And draw him but to anſwer thee in aught ; 
Thy facred phyſick ſhall receive ſuch thanks 4 
As thy deſires can'with. 

Mar. You over rate me, 
But I will uſe my wid endeavours 
For his recovery. 

Tha. Succeed them, Heaven! 
What ſtrange unlikelihood aſſaults my mind 
My wild, ungovern'd fancy wou'd perſwade 
My memory to find ſome traces there, 
In that marr'd face, yet unobliterated, 
Of my long dead, long drowned Pericles. (aſide. 

Ly/. Mark, ſhe will try the force of muſick 

firſt, | 


* SONG. 
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SONG. | : 
1 Let thoſe who are in favour with their 26% 
Of publick honour and proud titles boaſt; 
While wwe whom fortune of ſuch triumph bars, 
Seek. joy in Virtue that we honour moſs. | 


Great Princes Favourites their fair leaves ſpread, 

But as the marygold at the Sun's eye; 
While ruin in their pride but hides its head : 
For at a frown their flatring glories die. 


The painful warriour famouſed for fight, 
After a thouſand victories once foil'd, 

1s from the book of Honour razed quite, 
And all the reſt forgot for which be toild, 


Then let us bear the malice of our ſtars, 
And make our noble ſufferance our boaſt z 
Tho fortune ev'ry other triumph bars, 

Seek joy in Virtue that we honour moſt, 


Tha. Mark'd he your muſick ? 
Mar. No, nor look'd upon me. 
Lyſ. She?ll ſpeak to him. 
Mar. Sir, lend me your attention, 
And behold me. Indeed I am a Maid 
Who ne'er before invited ears or eyes; 
But have been ſought too like an oracle, 
And gaz d on like a comet. Sir, ſhe ſpeaks, 
Who, may be, hath endur'd calamities 
Might equal yours, if both were juſtly weigh'd= 
Alas he heeds me not, I wou'd give Oer, 
But ſamething whiſpers in my ear, Go on. 
Per. What Syren have they found to forge aten 
| gion? & 4 mW 


62 MARIN A. 

ll ſteal a look, but not a word ſhall ſcape 

From forth my lips. — (es.) O you immortal 
Gods! 

Mar. Why do you gaze ſo eagerly upon me ? 2 
Why ſpreads that burning crimſon o'er your face 
But now fo pale? If you did know me, Sir, 

You wou'd not do me harm. 

Per. I do believe thee. | 
Nay, turn thy eyes upon me O how like! 
Such things I've heard Inform me what thou art. 

Mar. I am what I appear, a ſimple Maid. =_ 
Per. My long pent ſorrow rages for a vent, 3 
And will o*erflow in tears. Such was my wife, 
And ſuch an one my daughter might have been. E | 
My Queen's ſquare brows, her ſtature to an inch, Y 
As wand like trait, as ſilver voic'd, her eyes 4 
As jewels like, in pace another Juno: 

And then, like her, ſhe ſtarves the ears ſhe feeds, 
And makes them crave the more, the more ſhe 
ſpeaks, 
Where were you born? and how did you atchieve | 
Endowments, that you make more rich by owning ? 4 

Mar. If I ſnou'd tell my tory it wou'd ſeem 2 
Like lyes, diſdaining the diſguiſe of truth, 

And found in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee, ſpeak. 

Thou ſeem'ſt a palace for crown'd truth to dwell in : 
No falſhood can come from thee. Sweet, begin, 
And I will make my ſenſes to give credit 

To points that ſeem impoſſible. I think, 

Thou faid*ſt thou had'ſt been roſs'd rom yu to 

Wrong. 


N 
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And that thou thought'ſt thy griefs 8 mine, 
If both were open'd. 
Mar. Some ſuch thing I aid, 
And ſaid no more than what I thought was likely: 
Per. Rehearſe what thou haſh wa If that con- 
ſider'd | 
Prove but the thouſandth part of my endurance, 
I will forego my ſex, thou art a man, 


And I have ſuffer'd like a girl. Yet thou 
Doſt look like patience, gazing on Kings graves, 


And wooing with her ſmiles reſoly'd extremity, 


To ſpare himſelf, and wait a better day. 
My moſt kind virgin, come and fit down by me. 
Recount, I do beſeech thee, what's thy name. | 
Mar. My name, Sir, is Marina. © 
Per. (Riſing) Ol Tm mock'd, 
And thou by ſome incenſed God ſent hither, 
To make the world laugh at me. 
Mar. Nay, have Ong 
Or here Pl ceaſe. 
Per. I will, I will have patience. 
Mar. That name was uu me by a Sang and 
Father. | 
Per. How! a King's daughter too! and calbd 
Marina | 
Mar. Did you not fay you wou'd believe me, Sir? 
But not to be a troubler of you _ 
I will end here. 
Per. But are you fleſh 124 blood? 


Have you a working pulſe? are you no ſpirit? 2— 
Subſtance and motion — Well, where were you born? 7 


15 wherefore calld Marina x 
Mar, 
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Mar. I was born 
At ſea, and from that aides o — 
Per. Hold, hold awhile. This is the rareſt dream, 
That er dull fleep did mock fad fool withal. 
How ſhou'd this be my child? Buried and here, 
Living and dead at once— It cannot be, 
Mar, *Twere beſt I did give o'er. 
Per. Yet give me leave, 
Where were you bred ? How came you to theſe parts? 
Mar. The King, my Fathers did. in Tharſus 
leave me, 
Till Philoten, the Queen, ſought to deſtroy me; 
And having won a villain to attempt it, 
A crew of pirates came and reſcued me, nu 
Who brought me here. 1 
Per. You Gods! if I'm deceiv*d = 
Neer let me wake again— Marina {— O 
(takes ber hand, 
Mar. Why do you wring my wriſt? Where 
wou'd you draw me? 
Why do you weep, good Sir? mis moves you as? 
In ſooth, I'm no impoſture, but the e 
Of good King Pericles. 
Per. Pl praiſe the Gods, . 
Their power, and goodneſs, ever while I heath. 
Pve been a ſinful man; but from this hour, 
In darkneſs and diſtreſs I'll wait their mercy, 
And neer diſtruſt them more. 
Tha. You mighty Gods! — 
Whoſe boundleſs goodneſs ftill delights to oigmph- 
O'er our demerits and confirm'd deſpair, 
And evidence the wiſdom of your coynlels, 


2 8 
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By ſhewing man the folly of his own; | 

What are you doing now to raiſe our wonder! 

That voice and perſon grow familiar to me. | 

Doth my Lord live! hath Pericles a dauginer! 

It cannot, cannot be. Then Who are thele ? 

Pm deeply int'reſted, yet know not ho W. | 

Some God, inſtruct me what to hope or fear, 

To aſk or deprecate, Stupid amazement 

Obſtructs my powers When walk theſe clouds diſ- 

perſe, hs 

And day break in on my berighted wind! e 
Per. But one thing more: Oy Wo e 

mother? hs 
Mar. She was the 1 of the King of Cyprus 
Tha. O let me hear the reſt. 
Mar. Her name Thaiſa : © 

Who, as Lychorida oft told me weeping, 

Did end the very moment J began. | 
Per. You Gods you Gods 8 preſent kind- 

neſs makes 

All my paſt mi&ries ſport— 

I'm Pericles of Tyre. | 3 
Mar. My royal F. ather!— ( kneels ;, he rai ſes Ber. 
Tha. You gracious Gods! if now you take me 

hence, 

I ſhall not taſte the joys of your 1 ( 7 Ao 
Ly. What! ho! help here : The holy Prieſtels dies. 
Mar. The heav'nly pow'rs forbid. 

Ly/. She did obſerve | 

The progreſs of this ſtrange diſcovery, 

With ſtrong emotions and unuſual tranſports, 
Per. I pray who is this Lady ? | 


221 
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Lyſ. A miracle of goodneſs, ſent by Heav'n 

To make this land moſt happy. In her bloom, 

After a tempeſt, in the which *ewas thought 

All her companions periſh'd, ſhe was caſt 


Here on our coaſt. 
Per. Near it I loſt the mother 


Of my Marina. 

Tha. Hark, what muſick's that ? 
Per. Theſe very hands did caſt into thoſe ſeas 
The treaſure of my ſoul. 

Tha. I know it now : 
It is the harmony the ſpheres do make —— 
Nay do not weep— I am but nee, 
I ſhall recover ſtrait. 

Per. Pray, how long ſince 
Was this ſtrange chance you ſpeak of ? 

LV. *Tis, Pve heard, | 
About as many years as your fair daughter 
Seems to be old. 


Per. I do begin to doat ; 
And yet the Gods are mighty as they're good, 


How was ſhe found? 
Lyſ. Cloſe in a ſailor's coffer. 


She ſeem'd a breathleſs corpſe; but my good father, f 


(Now with the Gods) by his ſuperior ſkill 
Did find it was not ſo, and by his art, 
Which equall'd his humanity, reſtor'd her 
| To health and vigour, 
Tha. Where, O where's my Lord p 
Per. Thaiſa's voice! 
Tha. Yet let me look again: 
If he be none of mine, my ſanRity 
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Shall guard me ſtill from his licentious touch — 
I'll none but Pericles. 

Per. Her face, her ſtature, 
That beauty that nor time nor grief cowd change 
It is, it can be, none but my Thaiſa. 

Tha. But dare we truſt 

Per, By Jove, I'd not be kept 
A moment longer abſent from thy boſom, 
Tho? I were ſure as I did preſs thy lips, 
My high wrought ſpirits wou'd diſſolve to air, 
And leave me cold and lifeleſs in thy arms. 
= Tha. You ſons and daughters of adverſity, 
== Preſerve your innocence, and each light grief, 
C bounteous are the Gods to thoſe who ſerve them) 
Shall be rewarded with ten thouſand joys. 

Mar. My heart bounds in me, and wou'd fain be 

gone 

Into my mother's boſom. 

Per. See who kneels there, thy Child and mine, 
>» Thaiſa, | | 
W Bought almoſt with thy life. 
Fuba. And cheaply purchaſed. 
Bleſt and my own! Thou mak*®ſt my joy compleat. 
Es. Hail, royal maſter, 
Ly/. Happy monarch, hail. 
Per. O good Eſcanes, ſtrike me, noble Sir, 
Live me a gaſh, put me to preſent pain; 
| Leſt this great ſea of joys ruſhing upon me, 

Oer bear the mounds of frail mortality, 
| And ſweetneſs be my bane. O come, come both : 
Thou whom the boundleſs ocean gave me back, 


O let me bury thee a ſecond time, 
H — 


98 e 
And hide thee in my heart; and thou who gaveſt 
Him life who did beget thee, come thou too: 
There's endleſs ſpace, and as repleat with love 
As the great deep with waters. Wou'd our voices 
Riſe with our thoughts, we'd thank the holy Gods 
As loud as their high thunder threaten'd us, 
When thou waſt born, and thou did'ſt ſeem to die. 
This tribute paid not to our will but power, 
I do reſolve for Tharſus ; there to ſtrike 
Th' inhoſpitable Queen, 
Lyſ. I have advice, | 
My Lord, that ſhe is ſlain by Leonine, 
One who was poiſon'd by her. 
- Mar. That's the wretch 
She hir'd to murder me. 
I. Tis added too, 
She dy'd in evil fame and unlamented. 
Then, mighty Sir, repoſe your ſelf awhile 
After your weary griefs, and make our court 
Proud with your preſence, 
Per. Youre a noble hoſt, 
And ſue to purchaſe trouble with expence; 
Iajoy uy wiſh. 
Ly/. Herein I'm highly honour'd, 
But, royal Sir, Pve yet a bolder ſuit. 
Per, Your princely Sire preſery'd Thaiſ7's life, 
And you are maſter of as gracious parts 
In mind and form, as any I &er noted ; 
You ſhall prevail, be i it to woo my daughter. 
Lyſ. Thanks, royal Sir. If ſhe accept my yows, 
[ am the very happieſt of mankind. 
Tha, And ſhe, ſweet maid, malt happily beſtow'd, 
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O my dear Lord, he has been noble to her; | 


But that and all we've proved ſince our fad parting, | 


We will rehearſe at leiſure. I have had 
From ſure inte ce the heavy news 
Of my good Father's death, and that our ſubjects | 


In peace and loyalty do wait our coming. . 


Per. Heav'n make a ſtar of him. Yet here, my 
- Queen, . | 
We'll celebrate their nuptials; and our ſelves 
Will in fair Cyprus ſpend our future days, 


And to our children leave the crown of Tyre. 


To caſt new light on truth, in us is ſeen, 

Tho” long affaiPd with fortunes fierce and Wy 
Virtue preſerv'd from tell deſtruction's blaſt, 

Led on by Heav'n, and crown'd with j joy at 1. | 


The END. 


EFT G 2 
wu HEN to a future race the preſent days 

Shall be the theme of cenſure or of praiſe, 
When they ball blame what's wrong, what's right allow, 
Juſt as you treat your own fore-fathers now, 
Pm thinking what a figure you will male, 2 
No light concern, Sirs, where your fame's at flake. 
T hope we need not urge your country's cauſe, 
You'll guard her glory, and aſſert her laws, 
Mer force your ruin d race, mad with their pains, 
To curſe you gs the authors of their chains. * 
IWe dare not think, we word not fear, you will; 
For Britons though proved, are Britons fill. 
Net let not this kind caution give offence : 
Te rg rnd 6 Ber nfs 
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How that declines the drooping arts declare ; 
Are your drverſions what your fathers were g 
At maſquerades, your wiſdam to diſplay, 

You make the flupid farce for which you pays, 
Mufick it ſelf may be too dearly bougbt, 
Ner was it ſure deſigu d to baniſh thought... | 
But, Sirs, what c er's your fate in future flory, 
ell have the Britiſh Fair ſecured their ghry. 

Il hen worſe than barbariſm had ſunk your taſte, 
I hen nothing plcas'd but what laid virtue waſtes 
A ſacred band, determin'd, wiſe, and good, 
They jointly roſe to ſtop thᷣ exotick flood, 

And ſtrove to wake, by Shakeſpear's nervous lays, 
The manly genius of Eliza's days. 


Be it an omen of returning ſenſe, 
Others adopt our ſofineſs and expence : 
Well pleas'd ſuch harmleſs inſults we may bear, 
Thoſe follies laſt we've numbers yet to ſpare ; 
Ungqueſtion'd let em rob us of our ſbame 
e need but ast our ah and our fame. 
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SIX, 
HE Author of theſe Scenes 
always propos d to do him- 
ſelf the Honour of addreſſing 
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DEDICATION. 
them to the Prince of Wales : | 
And when he perceiv'd himſelf | 
juſt quitting the Stage of this 
Life, and retiring beyond the 

Reach of the Smiles or Frowns | 
of Princes; his Veneration even | 
then of your Royal Highneſs“ J 
exalted and maſt amiable Quali-. 
ties was ſo intenſe and ſtrong, 

that he ſolemnly enjoin'd me to 

perform this Duty for him. For . E 
as he was always remarkably de- 
voted to the Cauſe of Liberty and 
Juſtice, (for the Advancement oi 
which the following Piece was 
written) he thought it would be 
a kind of Injury, not to conſe - 
crate it to the moſt illuſtrious Þ 
7 ad a e Julttes. Heroick Vir- 
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DEDICATION. 


tue, and the Rights of Man- 
kind. Your Royal Highnels's 
great Condeſcenſion in permit- 
ting me to execute the Will of 

my departed Friend, and in pa- 
n tronizing his Orphan Play, is a 
Circumſtance that is very glori- 
ous to him, and gives A SanCti- 
on! to his Fame. 


All true Eugliſbmen in general, 
as well as the F N of Mr. Lillo 


in particular, have great Reaſon 
to congratulate one another on 
the Protection which your Royal 
Highneſs was graciouſſy pleas d 
to afford this Piece during the Per- 
formatice of it. For to fee the 
Heir Apparent of thefe Kingdoms 
to  gonereuilly countenaneing a 
1 A4 * * 


DEDICATION. 
Tragedy, in which the Cha- 
racter of a Righteous King, who | 
founds all his Glory on the Li- 
berty and Happineſs of his Sub. 
jects, is drawn in ſuch ſtrong || 
and lively Colours, muſt gave 
a very ſenſible Pleaſure to the 
whole Nation: It ſerves to keep 
alive the Hopes which the Pub- 
lick has long ſince concerv'd, | 
and is an undoubted Pledge, of 
many future Bleſſings from "os : 
auſpicious Influence. 1 

' Your Elegancy of Taſte, and if 
IIluſtrious Virtues render you | 
the moſt generous Protector and | 
the nobleſt Theme of all who 
cultivate the politer Arts; as 
the continual Overflowings of il 
your | 


DEDICATION. 
your Bounty towards all Ob. 
jects of Diſtreſs daily endear 
you to every Heart that has any 
Feelings of Humanity: This your 
Princely Heavenly Diſpoſition is 
univerſally felt and acknowledg- 
ed, and conſider'd with all its 
r _— a Pa- 
rallel. 
That your Royal Hiohnel 
may long continue the Muni- 
ficent Encourager of Arts and 
Letters, an Example to Princes 
of public Spiritedneſs, Huma- 
nity, and Condeſcenſion, is the 
ardent Wiſh of every honeſt 
| Briton : For notwithſtanding all 
our Diviſions, the Voice of the 
hole Nation is unanimous in 


A4 praying 


DEDICATION. 
praying for your Life, Honour, 
and Proſperity: And this we 
ſhould do from Motives of In- 
tereſt and Selft-love, were we not | 


impell d to it by Gratitude and 
Du 


I am, 


STR, 
Bie: Your Royal Highneſs's 


e Devoted 
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PROLOG U E. 
Spoken by Mr. Qu iN. 


N O labour'd Scenes io Night adorn our Stage, 
Lillo's plain Senſe wo d here the Heart engage. 
He knew 10 Art, no Rule; but warmly thonght 
From Paſſion's Force, and as be felt he wrote. 
His Barnwell once no Critick*s Teſt could bear, 

Yet from each Eye ſtill draws the natural Tear. 
With generous Candour hear bis lateſt Strains, 
And let kind Pity ſhelter his Remains. 

Depreſt by Want, afflifted by Diſeaſe, 

Dying he wrote, and- dying id to pleaſe. - 
Oh may that Wiſh be now humanely paid, 

And no harſh Critick vex his gentle Shade. 

"Tis yours his unſupported Fame to ſave, 

And bid one Laurel grace his bumble Grave. 
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PAS 57. lin. 21, read greatneſs. Pag. 66. after | 
line 13. add = 
| But if thro* paſſionate and blind prevention 
3 You do refuſe to hear, I had rather die 
2 Than bear the unavailing name of Palatine, 
*' - Firſt guardian of the rights of freeborn Hungary, 

= And live a witneſs to an innovation 
= So fatal to my country. 

Ibid. 1. 14. dele 
A murderer confeſs'd dare talk of juſtice |. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Andrew II. King of Hungary: 1 * 
Commonly called Andrew) Mr. Mill. 


of Jeruſalem. © 
Conrade, Prince of Moravia. Mr. Millaard. 
Elmerick. Mr. Quin. 

. Bathori, Father to 1/mena. Mr. Wright. 
Belus, Secretary to Elmerick, Mr. V. Wer 


WOMEN. 


Matilda, Queen of Hungary. Mrs. Butler. 
1/mena, Wife to Elmerick. Mrs. Milli. 

ms Attendant on as. Mie Bennet. 
| Lords, Deputies, and Guards. 


$CENE the King's Palace at Buda. 


E L M ERICK. 


- C sf ay” 
8 CE NE. 1 5 | 
Scene Iſmena's Apartment in Elmerick”s lf. | 


Enter Iſmena alone. 


H E N we are bleſs'd even to our utmoſt wiſh, 

Is it the nature of the reſtleſs mind 
To _ its. own diſquiet, and extract 

Pain from delight? O Elmerick ! my life, 

My lord, my huſband ! when I count with tranſport 
Thy amiable virtues, when I think 

How fair a treaſure: I poſſeſs in thee, 

I'm loſt in ſcenes of ſoft, bewild*ring bliſs; 

Yet fear, I know not why, ſome fatal change 

May = me of my arp 


Nuker Bathori. 


Batb. So melancholy, and alone, my daughter 
1m. My Lord is with ſome Nobles of the States. 
Bath. You ſhoud remember tis the greateſt honour 

To be fo oft conſulted, fo rever'd 

By men who ſtand the foremoſt in their country... 
1m. Remember too, how dear a ſacrifice WP: 

My Emerick made, When he forſook retreat, 1 

And chang'd our ſolid peace for courts and ſenates. 

We knew no want, no avarice, no ambition: 

Intruding buſineſs and corroding cares, os 


An hid beneath the pomp of wealth and power, 
| 0 | 


Muſt 


12 L 
Muſt take from our felicity; who find. 
Each in the other, what the world beſides 
Is much too poor to give. | 4 

Bath. You muſt not weigh E | 
Your fingle quiet with the good of millions. 1 
Your noble huſband's rank and high abilities —_ 
Have deftin'd him the ſervant of his-country ; - E | 
For Elmerick has every gift of Heaven 
That renders publick care a debt to virtue, 

And ſoft retirement poor, unmanly baſeneſs. 
Im. Still you forget the graces that have made 
_ Your only child, your lov'd 1/inena, happy. 

Bath. Thou deareſt comfort of thy father's age! 
My heart is pleaſed that thou art mindful of them. 
Your well placed love, this tender gratitude, 

Are proofs you merit, what you juſtly boaſt of, 

To have the hand and heart, to be the wife 

Of Elmerick————] cannot praife thee higher. 
In. The higheſt praife my vaineft wiſh aſpires to, 

Is that my ardent love bears ſome proportion 

To its exalted object. | 

Bath. Both are happy ; | 
And Heaven preſerve you fo !-—1 oy that now 
The States may be aſſembling in the Palace, 

As ſummon'd by the King. He has not met them 
Since they elected Elmerick their Palatme, 
Purſuant to the grant he gave his people. 
He means this morning to appomt a ä 
; Then to ſet forth for Pateſtine. 
i In. What dangers 
4 He generouſly meets ! 
Bath. For me, T own, 
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EL M-ERICK 13 
I neer approv'd this raſh, romantick war, 
Begot by hot-brained bigots, and fomented 


By the intrigues of proud, deſigning prieſts. 


All ages have their madneſs, this is ours. 


The King is wile, benevolent and braye, 
But covetous of Glory to excels ; 


And if he ſteer amiſs, tis in a torrent 


That bears down all before it. 


Iſm. His fair Queen, 
No doubt, will greatly mourn ſo long an ia 
Bath. Perhaps ſhe may.---Yet---I cou'd wiſh, Jſnena, 
(I ſpeak in confidence and with concern) 
The Queen were wiſe, and gentle like thy ſelf. 
1m. My place and near attendance on her perſon 
Have given me means to know her, and, tis ſure, 


To Nature none owes more. 


Bath. Yes, I confels, | 

Matilda wants not charms, ſharp female wit, 

And dignity of form; but her warm paſſions, 

And the wild eagerneſs with which ſhe follows 
Each guft of inclination, may, I fear, 

Prove dangerous to herſelf, the King and Realm. 

Im. Detraction cannot ſay ſhe e' er tranſgreſt 
The ſtricteſt bounds of virtue. 

Bath. Suppoſe her chaſte, tis pride, not virtue in her. 
Can ſhe be virtuous, who beheld, unmoved, 
The treacherous arts of her licentious brother 
To tempt your virgin honour, while he ftay'd 
To grace his fiſter's nuptials, and ſtained Buda 
With his Moravian riot? 

Iſin. I reveabd 

Her thoughtleſ eandud, which indeed amazed Only 

* 


14 ELMERICK 

Only to you, my Father. Let it die: 

Be all her errors mended and forgot, 

Her worth improv'd and honour d. 

Bath. Nay, I wiſh it: 

Wou'd I cou d add, with truth, I hop'd it too 

Thou deareſt pleaſure of my ebbing life, 

With thee converſing, I forgot the hours 

Were paſling on go: The States demand me. 
[Exeunt ſeparately. | 


SCENE II. The Aſembly of the States. 

1/t L. That the King means this day to join the army 
Is then no longer doubted ? 

Eln. No, my Lord. 

1/t L. May health and ſafety wait upon his perſon | 

24 L4. May fortune never croſs his generous labours, 
But victory and triumph bring him home! 

Eln. So pleaſe juſt Heaven! *Tis the devouteſt wiſh 
Of every haneſt heart in Hungary. 


To them enter King, Bathori, Attendants. 
King taking a Seat of State. 

K Lou Nobles, and you Deputies of Hungary, 
And you confederate States that own our ſcepter, 
Know, I this day depart for Paleftine : | 
Where, like a mourning matron, by her ſons 
Neglected or forgot in her diſtreſs, 

Lyes ſacred Sion, captived and profaned. 

But ere I name the Regent of my Kingdoms, 
Which you ſhall witneſs, and, I truſt, applaud ; 
I greet, with heart-felt joy, your wiſe election 
Of Elmerick, firſt Palatine of Hungary : 


The Conſervator of your laws and rights, ö; 


Guardian of Liberty, and Judge of Power. 

His manly virtues anſwer my big thought, 

And give full vigour to the awful title: 

Wiſdom conſummate in the fire of youth, 

The hardieſt valour join'd with ſoft compaſſion, 

And juſtice never to be brib'd or awed- 
Elm. My life's poor labours never can deſerve 

My Country's favour, or my Sov'reign's praiſe. 

And O perpetual ſource of bounteous virtue, 

Who but a King, whoſe wide expanding heart 

Feels a whole people's bliſs, humanely great, 

Wiſely ambitious, &er, benignant, plan'd, 

In his High ſoaring thought, ſo large a gift; 

Gave to a ſubject right to judge his acts, 


And ſay to ſov'reign power Here ſhalt Thou ftay ? 
K. What we have thought of Regal Government, 


Its bounds and end, I hope our reign has witnelsd. 
To make a People wretched, to entail 

The curſe of bondage on their drooping race, 

Can add no joy to ſenſe, can ſooth no paſſion 

That hath its ſeat in nature May reproach 
Sound through the loathing world his guilty name 
Who dares attempt it What can be his motive, 
Whom long deſcent, or a free People's love, 

Has raiſed an earthly God, ſo to degrade 

Himſelf, and take the office of a Fiend - 
Too foul miſtake Let me aſpire to glory 

By glorious means! To have my reign illuſtrious, 
The theme of loud-tongued fame and ecchoing Nations, 
May it give birth to an eternal Era, 

And be the happy date when Publick Liberty 
Recair'd its laſt — ! 


ELMERICK tg 


Bath, 


+6. TDM RUE 

Bath. Matchleſs King 
How ſhall thy ſubjects pay this God - lxe gftt ! 

K. Defend it as your lives——Said I your lives? 
That's poor, and far unworthy its importance; 
Defend it as you wou'd your fame and virtue. 
And if, hereafter, ſome ill-judging Monarch 
Invade your rights with bold oppreflive power ; 
Under the conduct of your Palatine, ' 

Repel by Legal Force the known injuſtice, 

And place the ſacred crown of holy Stephen, 

Thus forfeited and impiouſſy prophaned, 

On ſome more worthy head. (Pauſes) All gracious 
Heaven! 

Affection melts their hearts There's not an eye 

But ſwells with tears in all this great Aſſembly. 

The active warmth of youth, the cool experience 

Of venerable age, the ſtateſman's wiſdom, 

And hardy ſoldier's courage, overcome 

By obligation, melt to infant ſoftneſs, 

And ſpeechleſs tears. 

Bath. O gracious Monarch 

1ſt Ld. Father! 

Elm. Glory, and Guardian Angel of our — 

X. Why, let the envious call this flattery, 
Unmanly art! to which unhappy ſlaves 


Are forced to form their lips You need it not | 


My laſt, juſt care has made it uſeleſs to you. 


Elm. When gratitude o'erflows the ſwelling heart, 


And breaths in free and uncorrupted praiſe 
For benefits received; propitious Heaven 


Takes ſuch acknowledgment as 3 N 
And doubles all its bleflings. 
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ELMERICK 17 
X. *Tis enough 
The powerful theme had ſway'd my glowing thought 
From the important buſineſs of this day, 
Which claims your high attention I ſhall now 
Repoſe the Sov'reign Power in proper hands, 
During the war I wage in Paleſtine. 
Ein. May Heaven direct your choice 
For what is law more than the breathleſs form 
Of ſome fall'n Hero, ſpiritleſs and cold, 
= To be deſpis'd and trampled on at pleaſure 
= By every bold offender ; unleſs ſteady 


= And vig rous execution give it life. 


3 K. 'Tis juſtly urged, my Lord, and you yourſelf 

Shall in my abſence guard it from contempt 

= By vigorous execution. Take the ſword, - |. 

And bear it not in van,—Shou'd any dare, 

Preſuming on their birth or place for ſafety, | - 

Diſturb my ſubjects peace with bold juſtice ; 

= Let no conſideration hold your hand, 

As you ſhall anſwer it to me and Heaven: 

Think well how I would act, or ought to act, 

| Were I in perſon here, and do it for me. 
Elm, An awtultruſt, my Liege, and ſtrongly urged: 

And while I rule your realm, ſhou'd ſome bold crime 

Demand the righteous rigour you enjoin 3, | 

= May Heaven deal with me, as I ſhall diſcharge; , __, 

With faithfulneſs and courage, or neglect, 

Through treachery or fear, the painful duty. 

K Unbleſsd a King, whoſe ieee der: 

Ne'er, calm, repoſes on a ſubject's virtue 

Thank Heaven, I am not ſuch: I taſte the ſafe, 

The generous joys of confidence well placed. 

| I With 


8 £E£ELMERTEK 
With you, brave Elmerick, the States have lodg's 
Their nobleſt right, and I dare truſt my crown. 

But there is yet a dearer, tenderer charge, 

And let me recommend, ere I diſmiſs you, 

1 [Turning to the States, 

More than my crown, my Queen to your affections. 
I go, once more, to take my laſt adieu, 


Then kad my hallow'd banners to the Eaft. [ Exeunt, 


3 0 SCENE Ill 


Dueen and Zenomira. 


A To ſtoop beneath a conſtant weight of cares 
To purchaſe eaſe for others !----Poor and ſenſeleſs ! 
Injurious to himſelf, and baſe to me! 

Zen. The King is held by all moſt wiſe and juſt. 

9. For me, I cannot think ſo----Then this ſtart 
To Paleſtine, this warlike pilgrimage, 

32 This holy madneſs will bear no excuſe. 
Need he regard whether the line of Baldwin, 
Or Saladin, be victors in a clime 
So far remote, who might enjoy repoſe 
And pleafure here? I tell thee, Zenomira, 
Tm not, by far, fo happy as 1/mena. 
For Elmerick, the theme of every tongue, 
Can love: And to our ſex, love crowns all merit. 
Zen. Madam, the King Wale 
9. He comes to take his leave. Ungrateful man 
He merits not my heart, who vainly dares 
To rate his pride above it. [Exit Zenomin- 
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Enter 


ler 


Call loud for inſtant ſuccour and I go. 
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Enter King, 


K. The urgent buſineſs of this day, Matilda, 
How has it robb'd me of thy dear ſociety ! 
9. You will have conſtant buſineſs, Sir---The campt 
Detains you from me now, and now the ſenate 3 
And when your court receives you, reſtleſs ſtill, 
And fired with ſome bright phantom of ambition, 
You mix with hoary heads, and plan new glories. 
X If, faithful to the truſt impoſed by Heaven, 
I oft have born with grief thy painful abſence ; 
O think me not leſs thine, my lov'd Matilda, 


8 . But pity my ſad duty. 


9. Said you duty 


Vour idol Honour rather that you PP RR » 
= That ſends your banners to the diſtant Eaſt, 
= To fruitleſs wars, and viſionary triumphs. 


K. Honour's a duty, Madam, and the nobleſt; 
And ardent I purſue the powerful impulſe. 
There are (with ſhame I ſpeak it) thoſe who loner f 
In this religious warfare. The Emperor 
Cannot unite his Germans; France delays: 


Grim death has forced the ſlaught'ring battle - axe 


From Cæur de Lion's ſtrong unerring hand; 


And Jobn of England, his unthrifty brother, 


RepelPd abroad, prepares his luckleſs ſword 

To wound the liberties, reſcind the laws, 

And ſheath it in the bowels of his kingdom. 

Our troops are ready: Sians mournful cries ay 
9. Then I muſt learn to bear my King's neglect, 

And endleſs ſolitude, 
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X. No, my Matilda; 

The time will come when wars rough labours ended 
Shall give me up devoted to thy beauties, 

And all our days to come ſhall blended flow 

In one pure ſtream of calm, unruffled love. 

2. Our days to come 
Are dark uncertainties z and doating age, 

Shou'd we attain it, painful or inſipid. 

R. Do not diſtract me, call back theſe reproaches. 
Urge not, my Queen, thy ſoft'ning power too far, 
But think thy huſband's triumphs will be thine. 
Mean-time, to ſoften my unwilling abſence 
Thy brother comes, the partner of thy heart : 

1 Each day my Court expects him from Moravia. 
His ſprightly temper, his engaging converſe, 
Will ſteal all ſorrow from thee. 

9. In my brother 
I ſtill have found a friend; and friendſhip n now 
Is all the good my widow'd heart muſt hope for.-—--- 
But in your abſence, Sir, the Sovereign Power 
To whom intruſt you ? Whom muſt I obey ? 

K. Lord Elmerick, as you know was my fix'd 

Ppurpole, 
I have appointed Regent of my 3 f 

9. The world talks loud of E/meric#s fair merits, 
And I, unuſed to think on ſuch grave ſubjects, 
Congratulate your choice. 

K. You're juſt ; and kind 
To crown with your auſpicious praiſe- en 
Whom I ſo love and honour. —— — May I hope 
That all thoſe lips have dropt leſs * to ** 


2 Was 
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Oh fay but this! and I will think it kinder 


Eager for Fame, and zealous to chaſtize 


ELMERICK. 


Was but the tender fears of love alarm'd ? 


Than all th' endearments of affected fondneſs. 
9. Think what will N you beſt, and that] ſaid 
tit. 
And may the ſhining Fame you ſeek ſo far 
Pay your long labours! 


K. One embrace, Matilda | 
May Heaven on all thy days ſhed ſweeteſt comfort, 


And peace with angel wings o'erſhade thy flumbers ! . 


The foes of Heav'n, I thought I could reſiſt 

This heart-invading ſoftneſs Fond miſtake! 
Call'd to begin the taſk by leaving thee, 

I find my fancy'd heroiſm vain, 


And all the feeble tender man return. 


I muſt not give it way once more, fare wel. 
11 N 


de End of the Hrn 48. 
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SCENE-4 
Queen and Iſmena. 


ES, I reſent the King has left me thus! 
Thus in the bloom of youth to be forſaken: — 
Pl. have revenge. 
Vn. Forgive your ſervant, Madam; 
Grief and impatience interrupt your reaſon : 
You think not what you ſpeak, or will not think it, 
When time ſhall give you leiſure to reflect. 
The King, howe'er in this ih 
2 Excuſe him not; 5 
I never lov'd him, and now never 1 
You ſeem amaz'd] Is it fo very 1 
A lady ſhould not love the man ſhe weds ? 
In. My happy fortune, Madam, makes me think fo, 
Nor wou'd I loſe that thought to be a Queen. 
9. I wou'd I were no Queen !—at leaſt not here! 
When in Moravia, at my father's court, 
The only daughter and the darling joy 
Of my fond Parents love; officious Fame 
Proclaim'd me as a miracle of beauty: 
Juſtly or not is now of ſmall importance, 
Twas then thought true, and Princes came in crouds 
To love and be refus d. The nobleſt triumphs 
Our ſex can boaſt, charm d my aſpiring thoughts; 
And conſtant revels, feaſtings, mirth and muſick 
Sooth'd every ſenſe. No ou grimace, that's call'd 
Religion 
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Religion here; no viſionary ſchemes 

To ſet the Rabble free, and fetter Kings ; 

No anxious cares for what regards not us, 

Remote poſterity ; obſcur'd the luſtre, 

Or damp'd the joys of Olmutz* gallant court: 

Soft am'rous ſighs were all the mournful ſounds, 

And deep intrigues to gain ſome haughty Fair 

Were all the buſineſs of that happy place 

left for this proud, ſolemn ſeat of dulneſs, 

This pompous grave of pleaſure, hated Buda, 
Im. What wit and charms has education marrd 


(Alu.) 
9. Then mm Iſmena, 
Who know'ſt this formal Court, and ſober king. 
My hopeleſs, loſt condition. 
Im. May I hope 
Your Majeſty's forgiveneſs, ſhould I ak, 
The abſence of your royal Lord excepted, 
What more cou'd kind, indulgent Heaven beftow ? _ 
Power, wealth, and honour wait upon your will. 
9. Power, wealth and honour feed man's high 
ambition; 
But for our humbler ſex, we're true to nature, 
And reſt content with pkaſure. But to me 
Pleaſure's impoſſible, whilſt my grave Maſter 
More than forbids it by his wiſe example. 
And then this laſt injurious flight has mov'd me 
Beyond the power to pardon, 
1m. Shou'd my Lord | 
Have left me thus, I might, I muſt have griev'd— 
I think to death; but ſure no angry thought N 
Had ruffled my fad boſom. 


"S 2” n V You, 
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2, You, Iſmena, 
hon a rare inſtance of felicity, 
A happy, marry'd woman. 
In. Tis true, my Lord, 
Or I am partial, has not many equals: 
The manly beauty of his pleaſing face, 
His perfect ſymmetry and noble mein, | 
His tender language, and his ſoft addreſs 
9. I am no ſtranger to them--Wou'd I were! (Aide. 
T/m. But then the matchleſs beauty of his mind 
Ne'er were the great and tender ſo united 
As in the ſoul of Elmerick. | 
. Raſh creature! (Alide.) 
Im. How happy were our ſex if more were like him 
9. Why was not I reſerv'd for ſuch a lover? 
My paſſions muſt have vent. (A/ide.) Gentle {/mena ! 
Wait for me near the fountain | in the garden. 
(Exit Iſmena, 
When murm'ring at my fate, to ſet before me, 
And in fo full a light, thoſe very graces _ 
That long have charm'd me! Vain, officious woman!— 
Why have you, Heaven, ſo form'd this heart for love, 
With no more reaſon, than you muſt foreſee, 
Subſervient to that love, will make me wretched ? 


Enter Elmerick. 

Elm. Hail to the Queen] and may the news T bear 
Prove a glad omen of my future ſervice. _ 
From this auſpicious hour! Your royal brother, 
The valiant Conrade, is arriv'd at Buda. 


2, Now by the joys my ſoul has long been loſt to, 
This kind, this gen'rous haſte to bring relief 


To 
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To a forſaken ſolitary Queen, ** 
Does juſtice to your character. My thanks 
But that's a poor reward, current at courts EY 
For want of ſomething better. I wou'd:find 
Some ſolid favour to engage your ſervice; © © 
Worthy of me, and worthy your acceptance. 

Elm. Is there a man fo venal or ſo * 21 We. 
As not to think the happineſs to 'ferve© 
So good and great a Queen, a full reward © 
For all he can perform And then the honour | 
Done to my wife our Wee 3 11 
Exceeds all gratitulle. J 

2. Gall, gall and pbiſen. (A 

Elm, Madam, Tiny leave. The Princo ven 

ering: 

9. My Lord, avid our at emen over,” 2 

We ſhall n youn N 3 


Conr. My n p eb ach 0 vo A ! 
Long let me preſs thee to a Fol ny 3 


I who have often mourn'd thy tedious e | 
Thou dear, deat bbjett, both by choice and nature, 
Of my fond love, my fiſter and my friend! 
2 And was it tedious ? Did you' think it long? 
= Why ſhould 1 doubt it? When ws you not kind? 
= When did thy active genius let me want 1 
New pleaſures to repel intrading thought, civil 
Y And Ih the key mines into Grifinch : 
. Our PO Vent 03 igt ROMS 2 A010 A 
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Conr. Are well. There i is no forrow | in Moravia 


But from the want of thee. 
Q. I have not known, 


Till now, a joyful moment ſince I left it. 


Cour. We Mn; been "PP And ſhou'd Fortune 
prove 
Once more propitiaus to me, "thoſe gay fires 
That ſhone ſo bright at Olmutz,, may . revive 
And blaze at Buda. 
9. What, my deareſt Conrade, Wes 
Has Hungary, to give worth thy deſiring? 
Conr. Forgive, Matilda, while I own my Heart. 
Though I have ever lov'd and fondly love thee, 
I had, befides the joy of ſeeing thee, 
Another powerful hope that fired my ſoul, 
And wing'd my haſte to Bude. 
9. You ſurprize me ̃ 
Cant. When firſt I led you here to warlike Buda, 
And gave you blooming to your royal huſband, 
You muſt remember, during my ſhort ſtay, 
I faw and lov'd the daughter of Bathor:. 
9. I know. it well, and all her rigors to you; 
But thought your am'rous and inconſtant heart 
(Loſt often, and as many times retriey'd I 
Since I beheld you laſt) had not retain'd \ 
The. leaſt impreſſion of 7/mena's: charms. 7Y 
Conr. Not all the gaudy pleaſures I * court, 
Can cure the rooted paſſion, raging ſtill, . 
Invincible as ever. It has coſt me, , 
While diſtant from her charms I pin'd i in 1 
A ſickneſs almoſt fatal to my life; . 
Which though my youth recover d, the foft - Y 
a5 Stil 
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Still preys upon thy brother's heart, Matilda, 
And makes me hate my being :——TI will die, 
Or find relief. And therefore am I come, 
Determined, to attempt my fate once more: 
My ſtate cannot be worſe. That ſhe is wedded 
To Elmerick, I know : Yet he's a ſubject; 
And were he more, his greatneſs ſhou'd not awe me. 


9. This favours my deſign on Elmerick*s heart, — 


If he ſhould gain 1/mena, Elmericks mine. (Afide;) 
Let me diſſuade you from a wild attempt, | 
Your raſhneſs muſt defeat. Lord Elmerick, 
Who now reſides, as Regent, in the Palace, 
Muft ſoon perceive your love, and will find means 
To guard his honour, and ſecure Lanena 
From bold ſolicitation. 
Con. Pm convinc'd 
That courſe were wrong, do you direct me better, 
Or ſee me die the victim of deſpair. | 
Q. How, Conrade ! can you think I would aſſiſt 
In ſuch a purpoſe ?——But were virtue filent, 
A cloud of difficulties riſe before me: 
Lord Elmerick is Palatine and Regent- 
Terms muſt be kept with him. And then 1ſmena, 
Fond of her Lord, and vain of ſuch a choice, 
Will hear you with diſdain. For happy Elmerick 
Fills all her tender wiſhes, all her heart. 
Yet ſhould ſome accident diſturb their loves, 


There might be hope: For ſhe who once has lov'd, | 


May love again. The ſoftneſs in our frame, 


That has diſpos'd us firſt to the fond adit 


+ er to betray us ever after. 


4 6 ö N 4 | Corr. 


s FELMERTCEMA 
Conr. This diſtant glimpſe of hope, this poor re- 
| verſion, 
To one that loves as J do, is deſpair— 
But *tis from her alone, who rules my fate, 
That I can learn my doom. Where may I find her? 
I gave her charge to wait me in the garden, 
And ſoon ſhall meet her there. * 
Conr. Unkind Matilda, 
Cou'dſt thou know this, and yet detain me here ? 
I wou'd not loſe the preſent, lucky moment 
For ages in reverſion. Exit Conrade. 
2. Yes, my Conrade, | 
Though you was ever dearly welcome to me, 
I now behold you with unuſual tranſport. 
O! may your ſighs, your vows, your importunities 
Subdue 1/mend's heart; as Elmerick, 
Without their pleafing aid, has conquer'd mine: 
At leaſt divide, break, and confound their peace: 
Raiſe ſtorms of jealouſy, and fill their ſouls 
With darkneſs and deſpair : *Till in the tempeſt 
Love be for ever loſt, and the wild wreck 
Compel abandon*d Elmerick to ſeek 
For ſhelter in ſome near and friendly port, 
And find the bleſt aſylum in mY arms. (Exit Queen 


SCENE I. 4 2 


Conr. Her charms are ſtill the ſame, and at her fight 
Love burns with double fury: Yet I want 
My former reſolation : I am aw'd, TA 


And ſcarce have courage left me to approach her. 
(Afide, 5 
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To ſee me here, *. foe me ſtill your ſlave: 
Yes, thoſe all-powerful beauties, that ſubdu'd 
My ranging heart to conſtancy and truth, 
Still hold the binding charm : To love T/mena 
Is, as J feel too well, to love for ever. 
Im. As you are brother to my royal miſtreſs, 
I'm not ſurpriz'd to ſee you here, Prince Conrade z 
But as Pm wife to noble Elnerick, 
To hear you hold this language does ſurprize me. 
Conr. Nor time, nor abſence, nor the laſt deſpair, 
For I have prov'd them all, can cure my paſſion, 
A mortal paſſion, that muſt ſoon conſume me, 
Unleſs you bid me hve. 
I'm. Live, and be wile ; . 
Live, and be noble: break your vaſſalage 
To paſſions that debaſe the name of Prince, 
While that of Man is forfeited and loft. 
Conr. This high diſdain, this counſel urg'd in ſcorn, 
Is cruel and unjuſt —— Too haughty Fair 
= Wilt thou neer learn compaſſion ? Never melt 
At my long tender ſorrows ? Let me hope—— — 
Im. What have I done to raiſe your vanity 
To this preſumptuous heigth ? * — 
Conr. O call it love, 
And PII confeſs it ſoars to all the _—_ H 
Of fond, diſtracted paſſion. {AT 
= Tm. Impious trifles! 
- Kia theſe the arts by which falſe man betrays . 
= Unhappy women! do they yield to guilt * 
Becauſe a madman raves, a traitor flatters: 
I _— vain Prince, I had been better known; 
And 
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And that your raſh attempt when here before, 
At leaſt, had taught you wiſdom. 
Conr. J confeſs 
My love was then to blame, ſo to expoſe 4 
Your virgin honour: You have now a huſband— 1 
In. You fink beneath my ſcorn —— I have a 
huſband 1 
And ſuch an one as looſe incontinence L | 
Would want the will to wrong. Sir, if I bear 3 
This inſult unreveng'd, tis to my prudence, 
Not to your birth and name, you owe your ſafety. 
Cour. My fafety ! — Hell! ——let the en Pa- 
latine 
But dare to threaten thus 
Im. Take my advice, 
And dare not to provoke him. Thus far, Prince, 
I judge my ſcorn ſufficient. 8 
Conr. Oh! *tis too much, and all that I can fear :— 
Pl age it or periſh. 
1/m. Since your reaſon 
Is wholly loſt in this impetuous frenzy, 
To ſhun your madneſs ſhall be all my care. 
Conr. Fly where you will, honour, as well as love, 
Compels me now for ever to purſue you. 
Im. The light, vain Libertine grows formidable 
His inſolence may lay a ſcene of ruin, 
That chills my blood with horror but to think on. 
Conr. Her Cynick father There's another . 
pion. [+ 2 
What with her innate pride and high alliances 
She makes a ſtrong reſiſtance z and my 4 
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' Enter Bathori., 5 * 
By oppoſition irritated, burns | 
More fiercely to attempt the noble pars _ 
(Exit Conrade. 
Bath, Prince Conrade juſt now leaves ns, 
1m. Let him go. 
Bath. You ſeem diſorder'd. 
Im. Howe'er miſplac'd by F ortune, Nature form'd 
me 
For the domeſtick joys of calm retreat: 


I'm ſick of court already. 


Bath. For what cauſe ? 
You know your Lord, by his high truſt compell'd, 


Here muſt reſide: It cannot be diſpens'd with. 


I/m. *Tis true, and all our happy days are paſt : 
For inſolence and Conrade ſtill purſue me. 
Then judge, when this ſhall reach my huſband's ear, 
As ſoon it muſt, how will his ſoul endure 
This outrage on my virtue and his honour ? 

Shall I not ſee. his hands ſtain'd with the blood 
Of the Queen's brother, or the noble Elmerick 
(A thouſand, thouſand deaths are in the thought) 
Bleed by the rage of impious, deſperate Conrad: ? 

Bath. Unheard-of inſolence! He ſhall be taught 
The difference between the paſſive ſlaves 
Of looſe Moravia, and our free Hungarians. 

Your Lord muſt never learn this daring inſult : 

For know, my Child, I hold myſelf ſufficient 

To ſhield a daughter from this princely Libertine, 
And awe him into filence and reſpeR. 


Im. 
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In. You know him not: He is not to be aw'd : 
There 1s but one, one only way to ſhun him : 
Let me forſake the court, with you retire 
Till Conrade quits the kingdom. 
Bath. Rightly judg'd. 
Thy prudence is thy guard; ſafer in that 
From being made the theme of buſy rumour, 
Ever injurious to a woman's fame, 
Than in an army rais'd for thy defenſe. 
My houſe and arms are ready to receive thee. 
Exeunt. 


End of the Second AR. 
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ACT IM 
SCENE I 
| Queen and Zenomira. 
9, E dumb, vain, buſy wretch: Becauſe 
thou'rt truſted, 
Doſt thou preſume to offer thy advice ? 
Wou'*d*ſt thou be hated too? 
Zen. Think, royal Madam, 
To whom I, undeſerving, owe my fortune, 
My gratitude 
9. A ſervant's gratitude. 
Conſider well your intereſt and your ſafety. 
Remember I, who made you what you are, 
Can make you more, or ſpeak you into * 
If Elmerick return the love I proffer, 
1 ſhall employ you often : Shou'd he not, 
(Do not my eyes dart ruin while I ſpeak it) 
My firſt command in this ſhall be my laſt. 


Seek him now, 


And bring him hither. No, I ſee my brother: 
Wait in the anti-chamber till he's gone, 
Then do as I directed. [Exit Zenomira. 


Enter Conrade. 


Conr. Curſt be the hour, 
When, ſated with delight, I quitted Olmutz, - 
Where all my vows were heard with extaſy, 


And beauty took its value from my breath, | 
| 3 1 


 ELMERICK 

To meet contempt, deſpair and death at Buda. 
I/ſmena at this inſtant leaves the court: 
No hope is left, no patience Pm diſtratted. 
The ſubtle tyrant Love, who led me long 
Through flow'ry paths, and ſpread elyſium round me; 
Whoſe fires, till now, ſerv'd but to heighten pleaſure, 
And quicken it to tranſport ; has betray'd me 
To plagues and torments not to be ſupported. 
T/mena is eſſential to my being. O Matilda 
Aſſiſt me with your counſel, or Pm loſt. 

2. Alas! he knows not it too much imports me. 


22 


Do not abandon hope, but leave deſpair 
To fools and cowards. Know, exalted ſouls 
Have paſſions in proportion violent, 
Reſiſtleſs, and tormenting: They're a taõ 
lImpoſed by nature on preheminence, 

And fortitude, and wiſdom muſt ſupport them. 

Corr. Who but Matilda &er cou'd flatter miſery, 
And prove ſuperior merit from our weakneſs ? 

At thy awak'ning voice my hope revives. 
Coud'ſ thou but ſtop 1/mena's purpos'd flight 
(And nothing is too hard for wit like thine). 

I yet may triumph o'er her pride and virtue, 

9. By ſtratagem to keep 1/mena here | 
Can ſerve no end : When ſhe perceives the fraud, 
She'll fly more irritated than before. 

Conr. But I ſhall fee her firſt, 

9. What can you hope 
From ſuch an interview ? while Elmerick 
Continues kind, hel] prove too ſtrong a rival. 
Her pride and virtue are meet accidents : - * 


EW 
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She chanc'd to marry where ſhe chanc'd to like ; 


But ſhould he, touch'd with ſome new flame, neglect 


her, 


As time is fruitful of more ſtrange events, 


Her pride wouꝰd make her hate him. Fou muſt 
wait. 
Conr. You talk of eaſe whole ages hence to one 
Stretch'd on the rack of vialent deſire. 
By Heav'n I will purſue to her retreat, 


And bear her thence in ſpite of Father, Huſband, 


And every ſword that dares oppoſe my purpoſe. 
She ſhall return to court, ſhe ſhall behold 
And hear my raging love, ſhe ſhall be mine. 
9. Forbear ſuch wild and unbecoming thoughts ! 
The Palatine is Regent, you a ſtranger, 
And I, perhaps, have reaſons of my own 
To keep his good opinion. If to ſee her 
Within this Palace, with the due reſpe& 
You owe her birth and rank, may ſatisfy 
For once your preſent ardour, Pl aſſiſt you. 
Love may perhaps inſpire your ſoothing tongue 
With eloquence to ſoften, and perſuade 
The melting Fair to break her reſolution, 
And hear at leaſt, if not return your Love: 


The firmeſt purpoſe of a Woman's heart 
Io well-tim'd, artful flattery may yield. 


Car. And ſhall I fee again my Joy'd Jſmens , 


| Oh fay what pow'r, what art can bring her hither ? 


. Belus, chief ſecretary to the Regent, 


© Shall be, unknowingly, a proper agent: 
1 ann N 
eee you now 1 | 
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Truſt in a ſiſter's love, and wait th* event. 
[Exit Conrade. 


Enter Zenomira. 1 

Zen. Madam, my Lord the Regent will attend you. 

9. Is Belus ſtill thy lover, Zenomira ? 

Zen. So he profeſſes, Madam. 

A Then ſhou'd you feign a meſſage from his Lord, 
He'd not diſtruſt you? 

Zen. His believing paſſion | 
Ne'er yet has ſeem'd to doubt whateꝰer I utter d. 
What muſt I ſay? 

9. Say that her Lord intreats 
Iſnena, ſome time hence, to meet him here. 

J think ſhe has conceiv'd ſome ſlight diſguſt 
Which I wou'd fain remove. This artifice 
J ſhall ſo well account for when I ſee her, 
You and your lover ſhall incur no blame. 

Zen. What dangers wou'd I meet, cou'd I i improve 
Your friendſhip for that Lady! May I hope 
Your thoughts of Elmerick are chang'd already? 

'9. The plague of confidents Do as directed. 

| [ Exit Zenomira. 

And yet this wretch, this little buſy wretch, 
Whoſe love, whoſe care and counſel I deſpiſe, 

Is infinitely wiſer than Matilda ! 


Te ſent for Elmerick— But let me think | 
Ere yet my ſliding feet 8 the ſhore, 
That quitted once can never be recovered, l 
In what a boundleſs ocean am I plunging, 
With only one uncertain light to guide me _ 


NI ſhould fail, 122 — 
But 


. 
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But ſhou'd the grateful Elmerick ſtretch forth | 


His ſaving hand, and ſnatch me from the billows, 


Love will return a thouſand ſold joys 05 

For every tranflent pain. - But O the hazard K. 
A woman and a Queen to offer love, 0 
And hear herſelf refus'd l- —Tis miſery! ! 

Tis everlaſting ſhame! Tis death and Hell! 

I will not think ſo poorly of my fate, 

My ſelf, or Elmerick My preſent lot 

Is cheerleſs and forlorn -Impetuous guſts 
Of ſtormy paſliogs drive me through the gloom, | - | 
Unſteady and uncertain. _ All before mne 

Is the profound, unfathomable deep; - - 

And all behind a dark and boundleſs waſte˖, 
But he appears, the ſtar that muſt direct me 

To peace and joy———or light me to my ruin. 


Emer Elmerick. 
I fear, my Lord, this importunity 
May interrupt your labours for: the Publick, 
I ſhall become your trouble. 

Elm. I ſerve the King, 

I ſerve the publick, Madam, Davin you: 
My pride and joy is to attend your perſon. 

Q: And are you pleas'd, moſt noble Elmerick, 
To hear a woman's talk, and ſooth my cares? 
But you are wondrous good: And let me boaſt _ 
That I've a heart ſuſceptible of kindneſs . 
In all its various forms, ev'n to a fault. 

Elm. How infinitely bountiful is Nature? 
Giving ſuch ſoftneſs to the pleaſing ſex, 
As well * the toils ſhe lays on ours. 

C 3 
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If we excel, *tis when the glorious hopes 
Of ſerving or delighting you inſpire us: 
And to obtain your ſmiles is to be happy. 
9. If happineſs be in our pow'r to give, 
Tis hard to want the bleſſings we beſtow : 
To love and to be lov'd is to be happy. 
Elm. Your ſex by nature form d to merit love, = 
Can rarely want it. = 
9. Poſſibly the brave, | = 
Who hate ingratitude, wou'd not deſpiſe = 
A lady who renounced her native pride, = 
The painful'ſt proof our ſex can give of love. 1 
Elm, A generous man muſt think it double grace, 
When loye and virtue condeſcend to chuſe him. =: 
9. My Lord, ſhou'd fate reduce ſome haphch 1 WW. 
woman, | F 
Trembling and almoſt dying with confufion, 
To make an offer of her love to you; 
And ſuch a love as inſtant death or madneſs 
Were certain to enſue, ſhou'd you refuſe it; 
Ho wou'd you act? How treat a ſuppliant heart, 
Whoſe weakneſs you had caus'd ? | 


ii > vo 1 


Elm. Your pardon, Madam; _—_ 
'Tis what I can't ſuppoſe, and aſks no anſwer. 
2. Why not ſuppoſe? Is it impoſlible ?' ? 
Say—I—ſhou'd love ; and truſting to — 
Have laid this fair occafion in your way ; 
To break my fall, and ſpare me half my ame. 
| Elm. What vanity 2 
Have I betray'd, what baſeneſs, what even, 
IB To need ſo ſtrange a trial? If you doubt 
5 My loyalty, and think I entertain 3 
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Deſigns injurious to my Sov*reign's honour, ; 
And your fair virtue 

9. *Tis too much, my Lord, 
This diffidence, this cold reſerve----You urge me 
To what I wou'd avoid, beyond the bounds 
I had preſcrib'd myſelf: Yes, I cou'd die 
Ere ſpeak more plain ; but muſt not have you think 
I wou'd betray you. Heavens! what feign a paſſion 
My ſoul ne'er knew! No, rather let me bear 
Your utmoſt cruelty, your ſcorn and hatred, 
For what I am, a loſt unhappy Queen, 

Than once be thought ſo mean and ſo perfidious. 
Elm. Confounded and amaz d, my fault ring tongue 
Scarce does its office. Whither wou'd you urge me? 

Tis too ſevere a proof As you are fair; 
As charms like yours, may warm the coldeſt heart, 
And ſhake the moſt reſolv'd; what if my ſenſes 
Should mutiny againſt my weaker reaſon, 
And tempt me to betray eee —_ —— 
To ſure and endleſs ruin 
9. What do you ſee 
That looks like ruin here ? 
Elm. Guilt: That is run. | 
A Why be it ſo, your love ſhall make it 8 
Elm. No, ſhame and juſt remorſe muſt ſtill purſue 
Foul, truſt-betraying love. And ſhow'd I ſay 
Ev*n that were in my power, I muſt deceive you. 
Shou'd wild defire, in an unguarded moment, 
Rifle your charms, and lay your virtue waſte; 
The firſt return of thought wou'd bear me back 
To her, who claims me by the deareſt ties 
Of virtuous, grateful love. Oh then return, 1 82 
C4 % With 
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With recollected powers Oercome this weakneſs, 
And riſe more glorious from this ſhort decline. 


9. This ſhort decline ! No, let victorious love 
Here end a Queen's confufion, or your ſcorn | 
Sink my deſpairing and indignant foul 
Where calm repoſe and hope ſhall never find it, 
And your repentance come too late to fave me. 

Elm. 1 muſt affert your honour and my own. 
Remember who I am, my truſt, and office——— 
Almighty power! Shall I who bear the ſword 
To puniſh bold offenders, break the laws 
Your providence has call'd me to defend ? 

Doth the leaft ſubje& look to me for juſtice, 
And ſhall my King, my ever-gracious maſter, 
In recompence for his unbounded favour, 
Receive the higheſt, moſt opprobrious wrong 
A King or man can fuffer ? 

9. Shame and ruin! 

Elm. Not to deceive you, Madam, not to flatter 
Views ſo unworthy of yourſelf and me; 

I muſt avow the ample power I hold, 
Each thought, each toi}, my life, deck all 
To as and juſtice. 


* — 
Who ſhall oppoſe your juſtice ? Here diſplay it : 
Rife by my ruin to the height of glory, 
And let fame deaffen the aftoniſh'd world 
With your triumphant virtue. 
Ehn. | wou'd triumph 


But o'er your weakneſs, not your peace and fame: 5 


v9 may you 2 too. .—ON hear me, Queek-—- 1 
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And 5 confuſion, muſt import ſome rudeneſs. 


9.1 have heard'too much, | 

Ive heard my love refuſed.---Death! horror [---ſhame 
And burning indignation Pierce my heart, 
Diſpatch me, give me death. Is that too much 2 
Is pity to the wretched, is compaſſion 

Of every kind among the hateful crimes 

The gen'rous, valiant Elmerick abhors 

Then give me this, afford the means of death, 


And leave me to apply them. 
[Going to ſeize his fwerd, 
Elm. Heavens! what frenzy 1 
Poſſeſſes you Yet hear m k 
9. Off, be gone, £ 


And let me die! 
Elm. Safe as my ſoul the ſecret 

Shall be preſerv'd. 5 
2, What! be oblig d to you 

Owe my precarious honour to your ſilenee 


But keep your ſword, I ſhall not want even that 
En. She is not to be truſted with her life——— — 
Royal, unhappy Fair, what can I ſay * 
To calm this raging tempeſt in your boſom? ; 
For though I dare not be, what you muſt hate, 


Falſe to my truſt and Soy'reign ; I wou'd dic 
To fave your life and honour, to reſtore 
Your peace of mind, and raiſe — virtue 


Euter Conrade. 15 
Shame and confuſion Madam, ſee, * Pane 


Conr. Well may'ſt thou ſtart, wars Lord : * 
Queen's diſorder, . 


9, Rude- 
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2 Rudeneſs that word luggeſts an happy 


thought 22 
* let deſpair and ſhame give way to vengeance. 
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O bs | if I. * to call you brother 
After the vile indignity I've ſuffer'd ; 
That wretch, preſuming on his boundleſs power, 
Has talk'd to me of love, 
Elm. What can I anſwer? . 
When accidents concur with calumny, 
Her pois nous breath obſcures the brighteſt fame, - 
And conſcious virtue only can ſupport us. _ 
Conr. 1 faw and heard too much, The raitor's lie : 
Is a mean facrifice. | s 
Elm. To plead my cauſe 
Before a judge like thee, were mean and vain ; | 
Yet be advis'd, young Prince, nor raſhly draw | 
A ſword that can't avail you, | 
2, Will you hear him? 
Think on the affront done to our 5 houſe 
Remember who he is, thin on Iſmena : | 
Who, if he ** your ſword. is loſt for ever. 
[To Conrade. 
Conr. Then Jave inſpire ne. [They fight. 
Emerick has th* advantage. [Conrade diſarm d. 
Elm. Take your life, 5 
Young Prince. The falſe appearance that miſled you, 
Withholds my hand from puniſhing your raſhneſs ; 
But as the King's authority lives in me, 
It may be fatal to repeat theſe inſults, _ 
Mans nor my ſpirit, nor my place will bear. 
| Remember 
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Say, Zenomira, that her Lord expedis her. 


And ne er have found the thouſandth, thouſandth part 
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Remember you are warn d. For you, proud Queen, 
I pity and forgive your groundleſs hatred, 

And ftill have that attention to your happineſs, 

To wiſh, even from my ſoul, you wou'd review, 

With an impartial eye, our different eonduct. 

Wou'd you atone for error, make it ſhort ; 

Reproach yourſelf, and uſe this as a motive, 

That hey — a have wrong d, ſcorns to reproach 

[Exit Elmerick. 

9. Moſt exquiſite ! Legions of plagues and curſes! 

Has Heaven nor Hell no vengeance in reſerve, _ 

No bolts to ſtrike, no lightning to confume 
This overbearing traitor ; who has dar'd 

To talk of wrongs, reproach, and teach us fear! 
Conr. Vain of th* advantage fortune gave him o'er 


me, 


He usd me with the laſt W 
Gave me my life in ſcorn, check'd, rated, threater d. — 


But may my ſword ne'er do me right in battle, 
May I be blaſted with a coward's name, 
If I forget to pay him this foul outrage 

With double weight of vengeance. © 


Zen. Madam, Inna 1 
Q. Ha A ◻nena, fayſt thou — 


Exit Zenomira. 
Conr. Jſmena in r O Fortune, Fortune ! 
From this bleſt hour PI worſhip none but thee. 
I might have rack'd my thoughts in vain for ages, 


Of 
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Of this complete, this moſt luxurious vengeance. 
9. Revenge, thou com'ft too ſudden ; 

And riſeſt to my view in ſuch a form, 

So ſhocking, ſo tremendous, that my foul 75 

Shrinks back with horror now I ' ſhou'd embeic 
thee.— 

I juſtify thy ſcorn, pu Elnprick, 4807 

By this degenerate pity, Let it b. 

The haughty Regent's heart ſhall know ſuch anguiſh, 

That his complaints ſhall move ev'n Fiends to pity, 

And vengeance to repent. —Retire, my Conrade, 

And watch till 1 have ſent //mena hence. '' 

{Conrade- ane 
Jam ſo loſt, that only horror, win 
Can cover my diſgrace. 
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Enter Iſmena looking round. 


Iſm. Lord Elmerick not here 
Have my unheeded ſteps miſtook their way JO 
The Queen and deep in thought ! 

9. She has not wrong'd me 
But miſery is cruel and remorſeleſs. | 

Im. Forgive me, gracious Queen, if I am rude, 
In vent'ring thus to preſs on your retirement ; 
] was inform'd Lord Elmerick was here. 

2 Yes, ——no,— he was Good Heavens ! 


how ſhall Iframe £ 

My tongue to this vile office. — 4 
if: Are you well?—— —_ 1 
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ne blood forſakes your nn ſtart, 
and tremble. 
2 You'd ſee your Lord, ſeek THE in thoſe apart- 
ments. 
In. For that I came; but dare not leave you thus. 
9. It was a ſhort diſorder, and tis paſt 
Go, you're expected Exit Iſmena. 
She is gone, and ruin, | pt 
Inevitable ruin meets her there. 
The mean, .perfidious, barb'rous taſk is done. 
My heart is adamant, or Heaven-born pity 


Had melted my reſentments. Poor I/mena ! 


To be fo plac'd by fate, that love or vengeance . 
Cou'd find no paſſage to the ſtubborn breaſt 
Of Elmerick, but through thy breaking heart. 


The End of the Third AF. 
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SCENE.L 
| Belus and Zenomira. 


Belus. HEN you confeſs that I've been made 
the tool 

Of ſome vile purpoſe, that my Lord neer ſent. 
The meſſage you deliver'd ?—Faithleſs woman 
How ſhall I meet my Lord's juſt indignation, 

Or make my conduct clear ? 


Zen. Prepare to curſe, 
Prepare to kill me, Belus; or my 4 


Will quickly end me, and prevent your juſtice. 

Bel. Falſe woman ! you've betray'd me into ruin. 
Zen. O we are both betray'd, and both are ruin'd : 
Both made t'aſſiſt in ſuch a villainy 4 
As Hell would bluſh to own; and Heav'n nad Earth IE 
Muſt join to ſee reveng'd. O cruel Queen! = 
Curſt Conrade ! loſt Iſinena 1 

Bel. Conrade — Queen 

Zen. I ſay the Queen, and Conrade, and I/mena. 

I ſaw her paſs to the Queen's own apartment. 
And curſed Conrade follow her ſoon after. 

The rooms were bar'd.——But O the diſmal cries, 
The lamentations and the ſhrieks that followed! 

Bel. O loft Iſmena ! O unhappy Lord. 

Yes they become thee well, theſe guſhing tears 


Zen, 
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Zen. But danger preſſes on ——— our duty | 


In this extreme ? 
"Bel To be both juſt a det 


Not raſhly to proclaim what we have hed; 
But boldly dare to evidence the truth, Rr 
And juſtify our ſelves, whenever call'd on. 
But ſee, Iſnena comes. Merciful Heav'ns ! 
Who that beholds her now, can doubt 2 
Zen. Heart- breaking ſpectacle 
Bel. She thinks us guilty: 
We muſt avoid her ſight. (Going) Her Father's l 


Enter at oppoſite doors Bathori and Iſmena. 
O what a woful greeting! Now, by Heaven, 
I know not which demands compaſſion moſt. 
(Exeunt Belus and Zenomira, 
Bath. The Regent ſent to ſee Jſinena here ? 
Perhaps, then 
Lin. Oh! 
Bath. From wid that mournful ſound ! 
Ihn. Sinos life is but a witneſs of my ſhame, 
Why do!] longer bear it; 
Bath. Some fad child 
Of ſorrow and deſpair, hiding her face, 
And bending wards the earth, ſeems to bewail, |. 
In bitterneſs of ſoul, ſome dire misfortune. 
1 {m. Why is the grave, the hoſpitable grave, 
= The filent ſeat of darkneſs, cloſed to me? 
= Almighty power! (rang ber face) 
My Father! ha ( ſeeing Bathori) 


Bath. 
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Bath. Impoſſible . 
Art thou I1/mena ?—Let me ris By it Rill—- 
To ſee thee thus, and know thee for my * 
Muſt ſplit my brain with horror. 
Vn. Since my woes 
Renounce all cure, and, told, muſt blaſt the hearer; 
O let me pour them out to wilds and deſerts, 
Shun all mankind, but chiefly thoſe I love 
Bath. Come, my Ijmena, to my ſheltring boſom— 
Cloſe, cloſer ſtill—and while I thus weep o'er thee, 
Tell me, my child, —I know *twill break my heart, 
But let it break—come, tell me all thy ſuff rings. 
In. Think where I am, remember what I told 
you 
Of the deteſted rage of brutal Gn 
Bath. Then art thou ruin'd, paſt redemption ruin'd! 
1/m. Paſt, paſt redemption ! every other ill 
May be reliev'd by hope, or born with patience 
Here hope's impoſlible, and patience guilt. 
Bath, Then the laſt ſacred buſineſs is revenge— | 
Im. Look down, all-pitying Heaven, on theſe my | 
woes, —_ 
Woes undeſerv'd, and guiltleſ miſery : 
They plead my cauſe, the cauſe of innocence, 
An injur'd, violated, matron's cauſe 
In whom thy Father's ſecret ſoul rejoiced ; = 
Whoſe (goodneſs and whoſe happineſs was ſuch, 
He found old age delightfull ; let thy foes, 
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Much more than Heaven's. 
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Thoſe kindred-fiends, to this thy juſt appeal | 


Plead their high rank, and try its weight with Heaven. 


Im. Or Elmerick, whoſe wrath perhaps they fear 
Bath. And therefore may avoid. | 
This aſks ſome thought—— Walt, TY 
For who can anſwer for thy huſband's tranſport, © 
Wiſe as he is, when he ſhall hear thy wrongs ? : 
Im. O what a ſcene of horror have you raid! 
He'll ruſh, unarm'd, on our infidious foes, | 
Fall in their toils, and periſh. Yes, my e 
My miſeries, enormous as they are.. 
Admit of aggravation. 
Bath. His danger wou'd be great. Some hand leſs 
6 
May make revenge more certain Nay, twere lad 
To ſpare thy Lord ſuch anguiſh and deſpair. 


Im. O Heaven! and Earth! to whom ſhall 1 


complain, 

Where pour my ſorrows forth, if not to him ? 
Bath. Think you expoſe his life. K 736 
in. Death ſeal my lips! "DAP 
Bath, Retire, 2 duft our — to Ws pra 

| dence. . 

Compoſe thy ſelf, and when thou ſeeſt thy Lord—/ f 

Vn. Madneſs will ſeize me, 

Or raging grief diſcloſe the horrid ſecret. (Ea 

= ABath, Suſpence was eaſe to this confirmd deſpair, 

Would thou wert dead, 7hmena !—O my child! 

That love itſelf — thy ene Father 


To wiſh thee dead; and in the bitterneſs 
| SS Of 
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Of anguiſh mourn that ever thou wert born. 
May one kind grave ſoon hide thy woes and mine. 
Jimena !—oh !—But while I weep thy wrongs, 
The ſpoiler lives. Thoſe are the Queen's apartments, 
And, doubtleſs, there her brutal brother lurks. 

Nor courts, nor ſhrines and altars ſhall protect him. 
What, ho! within! Prince of Moravia ! Conrade ! 
If thowrt a man, ſtand forth, appear and anſwer. 


Enter Conrade. 


Cour. What inſolence is this Iſinena's Father — 
Batb. Yes, impious Prince, the Father of Iſnena. 1. 
Conr. Forbear, raſh man; this foul reproach ! 
pardon. 

Somewhat, I grant, is due to thy firſt tranſports 

Of jealous honour, and much more from me 

To fair [/mens's father. ; 4 
Bath. Yes, thy blood. f 
Conr. Yet hold ; I've that to ſay may calm thy fury. 4 
Bath. Coward! 

Conr. I ſmile, old man, 

And will be heard. Your daughter has been wrong d, 

But moſt by her ungrateful, faithleſs Lord; 

Whoſe rude attempt upon the Queen, my fiſter, 

Makes what I've done a juſt, though bold, repriſal. 

Let him atone his treaſonous preſumption, 

Which, be aflur'd, he anſwers with his life; 

And let me periſh, if I not reſtore 1 

The injur'd honour of your loy'd Jena 

With vaſt increaſe, and ſeat her on a throne. - 
Bath. Pd rather ſee her in the arms of death 

Than reigning o'er the univerſe with thee. | 


r 
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Mark thy progreſſion, 

From rape to ſubornation, thence to murther. 

Long: ſuffering Heaven, whoſe patience thou haſt tir d; 

Calls loud for vengeance on thee. (Draws.) 
Conr. Frantick man! 


Enter Queen, Lords and Guards, who interpoſe. 
9. You Lords of Hungary, behold this fight, 
And vindicate your hoſpitality. 
Is this fit treatment for a royal gueſt ? 
will you endure this more than barh'rous outrage, 
= And ſhare the guilt of him and his confed'rates ? 
= Who twice this day, and for a cauſe too vile 
For me to name, have ſought my brother's life. 
I. How ſhall we reconcile what we have ſeen 
With your known wiſdom, and conſummate virtue ? 
Bath. Believe me, friends, there is, there is a cauſe 
For what you ſaw, for what I fain wou'd hide, 
Theſe eyes ſtill ſwelling with unmanly tears; 
Which when you know, you'll join with me to curſe 
The chance that brought you, to prevent my juſtice. 


1 L. The great, good man] ſo long, ſo often prov'd 
The fearleſs advocate of injar'd ; PR , 


Wou'd he ſhed tears, 5 
And call for juſtice when no wrong was done kim! 
Judge others as they pleaſe, I will not think it. 
2 I4. Nor I. e 5h 

3 LA. Nor I. 

4 Ld. Why is that wrong conceaPd ? 

Bath. For moſt important reaſons : Though I fear 
It wall too ſoon be known. 
2 - © 4 14. 
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4 L. Tin then, my Lord, 
Excuſe me, it I think our country” 8 honour 
Muft ſuffer by your conduct. 
5 La. That's my judgment. 
Batb. If your long knowledge of me cannot gain 
Some credit to my word, at leaſt ſuſpend 


Your haſty cenſures. (Going) 


1 L. We accept your word, 
And vow to ſhare your counſels, and your fortune. 

Bath. Youre truly noble. And be well aſſur'd 
That *tis an honeſt cauſe, and worth eſpouſing. 

| ( (Exeunt Bathori, 1, 2, 3 Lords. 

9. Unmanner'd Traitors ! 
From you, my Lords, who think and a& more nobly, 
What may inſulted Majeſty expect? 

4 £4. All that becomes good ſubjects, who will guard 
The venerable rights of hoſpitality. 

5 Ld. Bathori, whoſe raſh conduct we condemn, 
At our joint charge, ſhall ** to the regent 
His bold attempt. 
A The Regent 
His daughter's huſband ! his confed' rate 


5 14. No kindred, Madam, will prevail with Zmerict BR 


To ftop the courſe of _ 

9. Left to him, | 
Whoſe daring inſolence has been the ſource 
Of theſe fierce diſcords! Lords, if you regard 
The publick fafety, if you love the King, 
Or dare defend your Queen from fouleſt inſult ; 
Go find him now, attack him unprepar'd, 
Stand not on forms, the leaſt delay is fatal. 


* 

3 

. 
FER 


His Influence 


Will be regarded as an after fein. 
A mean device to ſcreen her guilty Jonk e 
What are your thoughts? 
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4 Ld. Your pardon, Madam | | 
5 L4. Our zeal ſhall never make aſſaſſins of us. 
= Nor men, tame Lords. You who have ſeen 
my brother 
Aſſaulted with a murderous 1 intent, 
Is this your boaſted loyalty and honour ? 
4 Ld. Theſe bind us to reſpe& the character, 
The dignity and perſon of the Regent. 
5 L. If you, my Queen, or you, great Prince, 
are wrong'd, 
The King will do you juſtice. — (Exeunt Lords. 
Conr. Canting traitors | 
They go to join our foe, and ſwell his power : 


This ſhrub of one day's growth, this idol Regent 
Attracts their ready worſhip. GS 


9. Let them go. | 
Now by the burning rage that drinks my blood 


| The fools ſpoke true: The King ſhall do us juſtice. 


Conr. Emerick, 


9. We will accuſe him firſt. 


r | The King has not yet reach'd Alba-Regalis, 


Wor 
1 


You ſoon will overtake him. What you ſaw 
Of Elmerick's baſe purpoſe ſtrongly urg d, 
Join'd with the earneſt letters I ſhall write, 
Will fo alarm and prepoſſeſs the King; 
That all complaints of their Jinena's ſufferings 


Ez” 
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Conr. That thou waſt born to triumph. | 
This traitor, when unmaſk*d, ſhall fall unpitied | 
* all mankind, and hated by Hinena. 

Still your 1/mena ! 

Conr. O my beſt Matilda * 

The hopes that freed by death from her falſe huſband, 
And of his crimes convinc'd, ſhe then may deign 
To bleſs my yows, and ſhare my future throne, 
Are more than ſafety, life or vengeance to me. 
My blind impetuous paſſion once deſir d 

Thoſe charms alone which violence cou'd gain; 
But now the avarice of love aſpires 

To mutual bliſs, and more retfin'd diſdains 
Th'imperfect pleaſures which her will denied. 

She may be wholly and for ever yours. 
You mark'd with how much care the cautious * 
Preſerv'd the ſecret of his daughter's wrongs. 

Conr. Oh may I live to make her reparation 
By gentleſt love for wrongs which now my foul 2 
Deteſts, and ſickens at the vile remembrance. 3 

9, Live and be bleſsd. I do not hate Jmena: 
Cut off, that ſource of both our wrongs, her huſband, 
And my tormenting thirſt of vengeance ceaſes. 3 

Corr. Prepare your letters. I'll be inſtant ready. 

(Exit Conrade. 
2 Yes, I will humble that exalted mein, 
And teach this new made Regent's pride ſubmiſſion. 
He is fecure, and let him be fo ſtill; 
Til my revenge, a lighted Queen's revenge, 
Burſt forth. and blaſt him with unthought of ruin. 
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STENT IL Tins Apartment. 


Enter Elmerick running to embrace ber. 


Elm. Thou haſt too long been abſent, my 1/mena ! 
A thouſand anxious cares have filld my heart 
Since I beheld thee laſt. But thou art found, 


Who ne'er appear'd to my deſiring eyes 


But peace and comfort and delight came with thee. 
O take me to thy arms, and quite extinguiſh _ 
The memory of pain. 

1m. O miſery !  (refufing to embrace him.) 
UnequaPd miſery ! I am excluded 


For ever from thoſe arms. 


Elm. All- gracious Heaven | 
What mean theſe broken —_ this lab'ring an- 
guiſh, | 
My ſoul, thou ſum of all my joys, my wife! 
Iſm. Thou haft no wife. 
Elm. Diſtraction! 
In. I'm a wretch 


Without a name, and fain would quit my being. 


Elm. Protect me, Heaven 1/mena ! what die 
thougnt 


Shakes thy ſweet ſoul with ſuch tempeſtuous agony ? 


What ill fo ſudden, ſince we parted laft, 


Preventing even my fears, has burſt upon thee ? 
Say, tell me 


In. No, I cannot, dare not tell vou. 


Jou cannot bear it. Though I neer conceal'd | 
A * before, I muſt be filent now. 


Elm, 


E 4 
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Elm. What can this mean? And yet I dread to 
know | 
Perhaps the envious Queen has wrong'd my truth, 
Can youu ſuſpect my love? 
Jin. You love too well: 
O that *twere in your power to love me leſs! 


Elm. Nay, then I'm loſt indeed —Pronounce my 


doom 3 
But let me hear it folded in thy arms. 
Vn. Avoid me, fly, and think of me no more. 
Elm. What! ſhun my arms, [/mena ! oy 
Im. There's my miſery, 
I muſt for ever ſhun em Now, my Father, 
Where is your prudence ? Muſt I ſeem a monſter, - 
Ungrateful, falſe to Z/merick; or bring 
—Deteſted thought pollution to his arms? 
Elm. Pollution ! madneſs 
Iſm. I have been betray'd, 
Baſely betray'd to infamy and ruin, 
| Render'd unworthy of thy chaſte embraces, 
That execrable fiend, that monſter Conrade 
Has robb'd me of my honour. 
Ein. Hear me, Heaven! 
Let not this whirlwind of overwhelming paſſion 
Tear up my being—Let me live whole ages 
Though raging with deſpair, rather than die 
And leave her unreveng'd. | 
In. Had not religion 
Withheld my hand, whoſe law forbids e 


(That Thort and eaſy cure for ſhame and anguiſh) 
Theſe forrows neer r had reach'd _ 


Elm, 


| 
A 
1 
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Elm. Talk not thus, 
Talk not of dying; thou art innocent, 
Thy mind unftain'd ; thy wrongs ſhall. be even 
And thou ſtill bleſs my days. 
Ian. It cannot be: | 
My power to bleſs is loft. Lam the blot, 
The only blot of Elmerick's fair honour.—— 
O! why was it committed to the charge 
Of one ſo heedleſs, fo improvident, 
Guardian unworthy of a truſt ſo noble. 
Elm. O my I/ſmena! 
Jin. O my deareſt Lord 
Alas you weep—I cannot bear your tears, 
They melt my firmeſt purpoſe - but F arewell— 
One laſt embrace, as on a dying friend, 
It will not ſtain your glory to beſtow 
On your undone 1/mena 
Elm. To my boſom 
With tenderer fondneſs did I never preſs thee. 
Here reſt, my love, a while, and loſe thy woes. 
In. The greateſt of my woes will make em ſhort: 
I feel my vital powers decay apace. 
To part with thee, was all that e' er appear'd 
Dreadful to me in death - that's paſt already 
And all to come is eaſe and ſoft repoſe. 
When I'm no more, remember, Elmerick, 
My reverend Father; comfort and ſupport him 
The beſt you can: My loſs will touch him nearly. 
I ſee you burn for vengeance, but beware; 
The cruel, treach'rous Queen conſpir'd with Conrade. 


Eln. Alike remote from raſhneſs and from fear, 
Fl trace this helliſh myſtery to its ſource, 
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And deal to each, with an inflexible 

And equal hand, the portion they deſerve : 

PHI weigh it as the action of my life 

That muſt give name and value to the whole; 
And raiſe a monument to thee and juſtice 
Shall ſtrike exalted wickedneſs with terror, 
And freeze the boiling blood of future Conrades. 
Farewell, be patient, and expect th'event. 5 
(Exeunt. 


End of the Fourth AS. 
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AG"ET V. 
SCENE I. 


Queen alone. 
ME O recollect and judge our actions paſt, 
May yield inſtruction I approve 
my caution, 
And bleſs the fortune that conceal'd my weakneſs 
For the proud Regent, even from my brother. 


My ſeeming innocence preſerves reſpect, 
And gives him life and vigour to purſue 


My daring ſcheme to cruſh the man I hate. 
Shou'd it ſucceed, ſecure from all reproach, 
Life may be worth my care. 


Enter Zenomira. 

I had forgot. 
This woman knows too much----her lover too 
They may be dangerous--that too ſhou*d be thought on, 
And ſball be fo hereafter— What's your buſineſs ? 

Zen, Madam, the Regent aſks to be admitted. 

2, Why ſhou'd I be alarm'd ? No, *tis not fear 
That gives this ſudden ſickneſs to my heart 


This tremor, theſe convulſive ſtarts proceed 


From ftrong averſion only I contemn him. [ Apart. 
Yes, let him enter. [Exit Zenomira. 
I'll enjoy his anguith : 

Safe in my ſex and dignity, ll tell him, 
That tis my pride and glory to have en 
n r - MP 
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Enter Elmerick and Zenomira. 
Zen. Madam, the Regent. 


Ein. Tve orders, Madam, from your Lord and mine 
Fit only for your ear. 


9. What gloomy grandeur he aſſumes ! 
What inſolent tranquillity he bears 
You may withdraw. 

Elm. I hear, Conrade is fled. 

9. You've bad intelligence, the ſtate muſt ſuffer 
While you're no better ſerv'd : He ſcorns to fly, 
And will confront you ſoon. 

Elm. Till then, let guilt 
And fear attend, and keep the villain waking. 

2, You come to rail: Begin, I ſtand collected, 
Nay, will aſſiſt you. You refus'd my love, 

And in my turn, I have undone 1/mens. 
' Elm. You do confeſs it then? 

9. I glory in it. 

To wound you where I knew you moſt ſecure, 
To taint your Heaven, to curſe you in 1/mena, 
Was my contrivance : Conrade's deſperate paſſion, 
Subſervient to my vengeance, wrought her ruin. 


[Exit Zenomira. 


Elm. This I had charg'd you with; but, ſelf-con- 


victed, 

My pains are ſpar'd, and en proceſs ends. 
[4 pauſe, 
Thou awful power, whoſe bright tremendous ſword 
Rules Heaven and Earth, while Hell reſiſts in vain, 
Inexorably firm, eternal Juſtice z _ 
Fearleſs I offer up this high delinquent 
To you and to 1/mena : Deign t* accept 
No common facrifice, and may it prove 
2 
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A ſolemn leſſon and a dreadful warning, | 
T inſtruct and to alarm a guilty world. 
& Doſt thou preſume, the ſubje& of our throne, 
To menace me with Juſtice 3 
Elm. You're no Sov'reign, 
Your King's authority reſides in me. | 
Q: Not to aſſaſſinate his Queen. Help. Treaſon. 
Calls. 
Elm. aut your vain clamour, and prepare to die; 
Pye taken meaſures not to be prevented. 
9. Traitor, think who I am, reſpe& my rank. 
Elm. That you ſhou'd have reſpected. 
The blackeſt aggravation of your guilt 
Is from your rank, and other benefits 
Receiv'd from Heaven: Not to have done much good | 
With your advantages, forfeits them all, 
And leaves you debtor to a vaſt account; 
But there abuſe 
92. And who ſhall judge of PR ? 
Elm. All may, and muſt, who feel and ſuffer by it; 
But I've a double right to judge and puniſh. | 
The ignominy of a bar and ſcaffold, 
Which our ſtrict laws, and your high crimes demand 
For the King's honour, here I take upon me 
At my own peril to remit, and make TI 
Myſelf your only judge, and this your ſcaffold. 
If you've not fin'd beyond the hopes of pardon, 
But wou'd in pray*'r and penitential tears it 
Employ a few ſhort moments, they are yours 
The utmoſt of my mercy. 599 
Q: So determin di 
The King's arrival yet wou'd change our hom: [ Afi. 
Cruel man! Blame 
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Blame your own ſcorn for what I've raſhly done, 
And let us now exchange mutual forgiveneſs. ¶ I reps. 

Elm. I have not gone thus far without conſulting 
Reafon and Juſtice, with the extent and end 
Of that great Power and Truſt impos'd upon me: 
No, had the wrong you've baſely done my wite, 
Been done the meaneſt peaſant's wife in Hungary, 
Nor rank, nor vain intreaties ſhou'd protect you. 

Q: Comade is gone t* accuſe you to the King 
You know how well the ſtrong appearance won 
My brother's credit to th* imputed crime; 

My death wou'd be ſo full a confirmation 
Of all I charg'd you with, that certain ruin, 
And everlaſting infamy, muſt follow. 
Ein. And do you thus atone for your offences? 
Is this the uſe you make of my 1 
To boaſt new crimes ? 
Q: To warn you of your danger. 
I tell you once again, you dare not kill me. 

Elm, I dare not let you live, for that's injuſtice, — 
The only thing I fear: And had you fear'd it, 
You had been ſafe and happy. Enter now 
Ye miniſters of juſtice : Do your office. 


Enter the Executioners. While they prepare to ſtranglie 
| ber, ſhe ſpeaks. 

. Is there no help then? Muſt I fall his Aim 2— 
Almighty power, who gav'ſt me my exiſtence, 
And with it ſtrong affections and averſions, 

Why haſt thou dealt fo very hardly with me? 
If you have mercy—— [They pull ber into the Receſs 


in the back Scene, and ſtrangle hor. 
2 Elm. 


— 
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Elm, O let her life atone for all its errors 
Thus I ſupply the interrupted pray'r waa het 
That death breaks off, and may it find acceptance! | 


The fierceſt anger in the human mind 
Shou'd reach but to the . 


Yao Belus. 


Bei. 07 Lat... 
What is your pleaſure ? 

Elm. We muſt ſeek the King. 

Bel. My Lady's father, and th' aſſembled Peers 

Elm, Tis true, I had forgot. Behold within there. 
[ Pointing to the Receſs in the back Scene. 

Bel. Alas! my Lord [Seeing the Queen. 

Elm, At what are you ſurpriz'd ? 

Bel. The Queen is dead 

Elm. She is, and by my ſentence. 


Have I done ought unjuſt ? 


Bel. I dare not fay it, 


et ſtand aftaniſh'd at the rigorous deed. 


Elm. So do not I that wickedneſs abounds, 
When juſtice is a wonder. Seek the Peers, 
And bring em to behold what thou haſt ſeen. 

Bel. You wou'd not have this known? 

Elm. Not have it known 
The buſineſs of my life is to proclaim it. [Zit Belus 
O thou impartial, univerſal power, bly 
Wiſe Nature's eldeſt law, wrote by herſelf 
Upon the heart of man, eternal Juſtice z 
Inſpired by thee, with one determin d blow, 
I have redreſt my poor 1/mend's wrongs, 
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(As far as wrongs like hers can be redreſs'd) 
And wip'd diſhonour from my houſe and name : 
And now if I am call'd to be thy martyr, 

My race will end with glory. 


Enter Bathori and Lords. 


Bath. IT have declared 
To theſe right noble Lords, as you commanded, 
The Queen and Conrade's moſt inhuman guilt. 
Elm. Then judge, my Lords, whether this dread- 
ful at Lo: 
Merits reproach or praiſe. Pointing to the Queen. 
1/t £4. Speak he that can. 
2d L. Aſtoniſhingly bold 
34 La. But righteous vengeance : 
Unprecedented Juſtice ! 
Ba. Yes, this tranſcends example. Gracious Heh! 
May I but live to ſee her brother thus 
1ſt Lad. Sir, your intereſt 
May make you partial : Not that we condemn 
Or juſtify the Regent: To the King 
We muſt refer his ſentence: 
Elm. Tis but juſt. 
And ſo may Heaven deal with my „ foul . 
When I ſhall ſtand at that all-ſeemg bar; 
As I will render up a ſtrict account, 
Urge to the King himſelf his Queen's miſdoing, 
And ſeek my judge with his wife's blood upon me. 
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E LMEXICVX. 
Enter King, Conrade, and Attendants. 
X. Where is this Patriot who defies all law, 
And uſes our authority for treaſon ? 
I ask for Elmeritk. | 
Elm. Your loyal ſubject, 
The Palatine and Regent of your kingdom, 
Who bears that name, is here. 
K. Doth not the preſence of thy King confound thee? 
Elm. I burnt with ftrong impatience till I ſaw him. 
X. Where is Matilda? Go and call the Queen: 
Let her appear, and ſtrike the Traitor dumb. 
What means this gloomy ſilence? Are you mo- 
tionleſs? ad f 
Why am I not obey'd ? Ber e 
Elm. I pray, give bac — Ds 
Behold, unhappy King, to what my Juſtice 
Has brought thy guilty Queen. 
X. Heavenly powers 
Matilda ! Am I come, though on the wings | 
Of —"_ too * to ſave thee? 
[Runs 1 th leg in. reef 
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Cam. O my ſiſter 
Are theſe our promis d joys ? Is this our triumph? 
Elm. Suſpend the Huſband, and exert the King. 
K. Inhuman wretch! J will exert the King, 
And give new majeſty and double terror 
To that i important name, for thy deſtruction. 
Elm. Sir, I reſign my life without reluctance; 
Take, if you pleaſe, my head. But know, -your ame 
Is in the balance, and your conduct no- 
Muſt fix your character to all poſterit :; 
Muſt place you in the lift of lawleſs tyrants, 8 
e | E 2 
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Or Kings, whoſe virtue dignify'd the office, 
And honour'd human nature. If you think 
The abject fear of death, not a regard 
To your yet ſpotleſs virtue and renown, 
Inſpires my tongue, you've my compaſſion, Sir. 
Monarchs are men- I've ſaid and uſe your pleaſure. 
EK thought I knew thee well: hence my amazement 
Is equal to my grief and indignation. 
Had'ſt thou the tongue of Angels, cou'd'ſt thou hope 
To clear thyſelf of my Matilde's death? | 

Elm. Nor was it &er my purpoſe to attempt it 
But Pve a right to juſtify myſelf - | 
If innocent, and to be heard with patience. 

K. A murderer confeſs d dare talk of Juſtice ! 
Thou haſt touch'd _ 
My inmoſt foul. I'd rather thou ſhow'dſt "ſcape, 
Than fix a precedent which may be urged 
Hereafter, to ſuppreſs the voice of truth ; _- 
Loſe the benignant character of King, 
And change my glories for a tyrant's ſhame. —— 
You ſhall be heard: A ſeat O my Matilda, 
Forgive this ſhort delay. Let the raſh man, 
Endeavouring to defend, - convict aft, 
And fall the more abhorr'd. 1 

Elm. You may remember, Sir, al 
When you appointed me your ſubſtitute, * 
You did pronounce, in preſence of your ſtates, | 
The worſt abuſe of law and all juſt power, 
1s when the great offend and paſs unpuniſh'd,. _ 
This you injoin'd me ſtrongly. not to ſuffer, _. : 
Nor bear the ſword in vain... You'ye been abeyd 
The Queen e e have done my duty. 


K.Your 


Thov'ft baſely murder'd twice. FISH 
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R. Your duty, Sir! Dare you affirm the Queen 
Elm. Deſerv'd the death I gave her. Hear me out. 
If, with deep fore-thought and deliberate malice, 
To plot and to effect a matron's ruin, 


To give her up to a lewd ſpoiler's rage, 


By laws divine and human, be pronounc'd 
A crime deſerving death, the guilty Queen 


Drew on herſelf the juſtice I inflifted. 
Her wicked agent Conrad, her vile brother, 
Who ftain'd the purity of my 1/mena, 


Is left to prove your Juſtice. I 
K. Can it be! | LE wh 
Thy lovely, chaſte [/mena ! 
Elm. She, my wife. 
Lovely ſhe was, and chaſte; 25 not leſs er 
That juſt regard the meaneſt _ Fu to, 
I truſt, for being mine. 
Conr. Evaſive traitor! . 
day for what cauſe, with impious Pepi 
You dard attempt your maſter's ſacred bed; 
And I may deign to anſwer to your charge. 
K. Is this the court of Buda? This vile ſtage 
Of lewdneſs, death, and black recrimination ? 
Of what a ſudden growth is rank corruption! 
That, during my ſhort abſence, hath infected 
My houſe and throne, thoſe I moſt loved and N 1 
But bring the cleareft proof of this foul _ 
Againſt my Queen and brother, or expect 
The ſelf ſame mercy thou haſt ſhewn to her? 
Whom, if thy accuſation be unjuſt, 1 


Elm. I have the ſtrongeſt pros, 
My wife's accuſing tears, who cod not forge 
E 2 . 
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To her own ruin and to my diſhonour 
A tale ſo full of ſhame. But more, the Queen, 
The Queen herſelf, trumphant in her malice, 


Confeſt it to my face, and gloried in it. 


X. And will Jena vouch it ?—-I think highly 
Of your Wife's truth ;—ſo did I of Matilda a 
PII not condemn her on a fingle witneſs : 
Iſmens is but one, thy word is nothing. 

Elm. I have yet farther Proofs, Peruſe this ſcroll; 

(Giving the King a Paper.) 

This full avowal of the helliſh deed, 
Witneſs'd by theſe who both were actors in it, 


(Pointing to Behus and Zenomira.) 
Without deſigning ill, which I produce 


With ftrong reluctance, as it ſpeaks a weakneſs 


Of the loſt Queen, which I wou'd fain conceal. 

K. Why ſhou'd I tremble thus? Let truth appear, 
And ſhame light where it will. (Read) 
Mad neſs and death 
Confeſs a guilty paſſion for the 3 
Can theſe things be That dignity of ſpirit, | 
That high demeanour ſtoop to ſuch diſhonour !—— 
How ſhall I credit hat I can't reject? 

How root out fixt ideas from a heart 
Matilda filPd, and bend it to conviftion ?-—— 


O Elmerick ! | ſee the pois nous ſource 


Of our united woes. 


Eln. Her will refus'd, 

En. Which while Iftrovetofave, her brother enter'd; | 
And, by — —- | 
3 ; Got, 


No or let his matchleſs love go unrewarded. 


ELMER IOX 
Conr. Too fatal truth | 
Twas gallant in him then not to accuſe FR: | 


I ſee my fate, and am prepar'd to meet it. | (A/ide.) 
K. You do acknowledge, and confirm for truth 
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All that is here contain d? (To Bel. and Zen.) 


Bob. So Heaven deal with us. 
K. Tis all too plain; Her lawleſs lave, fierce malice, 
Conrade's foul rage, and poor {/mend's ruin 


| To find her guilty, is to find her hateful : 
And I wou'd hate what once I dearly lov'd, 


No blood — but tears, and thoſe too weakly ſhed, 
Muſt ftream o'er thy diſhonourable hearſe, 
Unhappy, falſe Matilda But no more. 


I will diſmiſs this weak unworthy ſoftneſs. 


Let Elmerick go weep. I ſnena's wrongs 

May call forth tears that manhood may be proud of, 
To weep Jimena is to feel for virtue. 

How is it with her ſorrows? From this hour 


My tendereft care ſhall be to give them comfort. 


Elm, ] fear her ſorrows ne*er will taſte of comfort, 

But ſee, the meſſenger I ſent returns. 
Enter Meſſenger. 

_ I come, my Lord 

Elm. Be brief: how fares my wife? 

Meſſ. As Angels fare, 
With whom ſhe now inhabits. When you ſent me, 
I found her in the arms of her attendant 


Fainting ſhe ſeem'd—But when I told my meſſage 
She rais'd her head, and lifting up her eyes, 


Till then juſt clos d, propitious Heaven! ſhe cried, 
Defend this nobleſt pattern of your juſtice, 


Then 
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Then with an heavenly ſmile addreſt me thus. 
Aſſure my Lord J die without reluctance. 
My foul, that melts with gratitude, preſages 
UnequaPd bleſſings ſhall attend him here, 
While I enjoy and then her ſpeech forſook her, 
And ſhe, without one painful ſigh, expird. 
E Too fure a teſtimony haſt thou given 
Of thy foul wrongs, 1/mena Elmerick 
Quite ſpeechleſs and o'erwhelm'd her father too! 
Turn not away——1 do not offer comfort.. 
I mean but to mourn with you, | | 
Elm. So to die! 
Her delicately chaſte and heavenly ſoul! 
Forſook its earthly temple when prophan'd 
Without the ſteel or poiſon's lawleſs aid 
And lives the man who wrong*d me in 1/mena ? 
Hear then, O righteous King, my high appeal 
To thee, and to the law of warlike Hungary. 
Give me to meet this impious Prince in battle; 
There, in the crouded lifts, dread ſcene of juſtice, 
There only can I fue for retribution, 
Wrong'd as I am, without a ſoldier's ſhame. 
And thou, Iſinena, from thy fainted ſeat, | 
Where high thou ſit'ſt crown'd with the ftarry wreaths 
That angels weave for purity like thine, 
Look down propitious on me, and accept 
This high, this ſecond ſacrifice of vengeance. - 
Conr. Then I have murder'd thee, ador'd T/mena. 
Theſe mourn thy fate with tears, but what's the forrow 
That ſtreaming eyes can utter and relieve ! | 
5 thou — my et, yet learn this truth 
= (turning 10 Elmerick) 
From 
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From him thou moſt abhor' :—The innocent 
Are not the fitteſt objects of compaſſion : 
O there's no pain, no miſery like guilt— : 
Nor do I fall thy ſacrifice: For knaw, © i 
Had I been plac'd above the power of vengeance ; 
Iſmend's fate, th effect of my raſh love, 
Had been lamented thus, and thus reveng'd—— 
(Stabs 8 ) 
3K. This ; is batone one error by another.. 
Conr. Nothing but error: I was born to err: 0 
The willing ſlave of every youthful paſſion. | 
'Tis now too late to learn. my a is a „ 
»Tis night Iſmena———oh (Dies.) 
Elm. Unerring power! whoſe Gp ecretcounſeb 
No finite mind can fathom and explore; * 
It muſt be jut to leave your creatures free. * d 
And wiſe to ſuffer what you moſt abher: \ 
Supreme and abſolute of theſe your was 
You render no account—We afk for none. | 
For mercy, truth, and righteous retribution * © © « © 
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Attend at og your high and awful throne. 2 


i 


K. Our N muſt be felt. Tet, O brave Elminck 
Let not the Publick ſuffer! Thou'ſt done greatly. 
Still hold the Sov'reign Power till I return | 
From Jordan's ſacred ftream and holy Sion; 

My Subſtitute till then, my Friend for ever. 

The face of juſtice as ſhe ſhines in Heaven, 

In native purity, unclouded ſplendor, 
Alone can charm beyond thy virtuous daring. 
That be Thy praiſe—that I approve it mine. 


| End of the Fifth AF. 


EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. M1twaRD. 


In Judgment here unato d, unbiaſt fit, 
The Palatines and Guardians of the Pit ; 
| ff to your minds this meerly-modern Play, 
No ufeful ſenſe, no gen'rous warmth convey z 
if Fuſtian here, thro* each unnat*ral Scene, 
In firain'd conceits ſound high, and nothing mean; 
If Lofty Dulneſs for your Vengeance call; 
Like Elmerick Judge, and let the Guilty Fall. 
But if Simplicity with Force and Fire, 
Unlabour'd thoughts aud artleſs words inſpire ; 
If, like the Aion which theſe Scenes relate, 
The whole appear irregularly Great; 
I maſter-ſtrokes the nobler Paſhons move, 
Then, like the King, acquit us, and approve, 


OU, who ſupreme Ger ev'ry work of Wit, 5 
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The END. 
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DraMaTis PERSONA. 


Ithuriel. 

Eliphas. 

Britannia. 

Batavia. 

Liberto. 

Tyranny. 

Superſtition, 

Chorus of Country Lads and Laſſes. 

Chorus of Sailors and their' Laſſes. 

Landlady. = 

Chorus of Spectators. 

The Proceſſion, 

Slavery end Poverty, Attendants on Ty- 
Mattes!  ranny. © __ ©; 
{ Pride and Cruelty, Attendants on Su- 


N 82 


Britannia and Batavia: 
cas 


— — 


SCENE the FIS v. 
A Pheaſant Country, 


Britannia aſleep under à ſmall, but rich Pavilion. Her 
Sword and Shield lying by her. Ithuriel her Guar- 
dian Angel with a drawn Sword, leaning on a _— | 
and ſufpended in the Air near her. 


1b. CY LEEP, fair Britannia, ſleep ſecure ; 
Thy own 1:huriel, happy in * ng; 
Thy n 3 . | 


AIR Tr 


Reſt is the Roohinbadce of Toll 
The nobleſt Fruit of Conqueſt, Peace; 
Learn but Content, high- favout d Iſle, 

And nothing can your Bliſs er nt 


. What 
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What Splendor riſes in the Eaſt, 


Now when the Sun has meaſured half the _ ? 
Some alen Spirit ier | 


Leſcends, and ſtands before Britannia in a Poſture of 
Defence. Eliphas, the Guardian Angel of Batavia, 
1 with an Olive Branch in his Hand. 


The vigilant — of i 
. El. Exalted Seraph, powerful and benign, _ 
Thou judgeſt right, I am indeed Zliphas. 
Ib. Diftinguiſh*d as thou art, 
Prudent, and brave, and of approv'd Integrity, 
Thou can't not doubt thy Welcome: 
Vet let me wonder, high and friendly Gueſt, 
Why thou haſt left thy Charge. 
El. Not ſo, bright Chief; 
- Unable to defend her 
From proud Hiſpanid's fierce and eruel Power, 
Pve brought her here, 
To ſeek Protection from Britanticts . 
1th. For others Dangers *. 
1 may not interrupt her calm Repoſe; 
Her Peace and Safety are my Care, 
Her Virtue 1s her own. 


AIR II. 


I. . great to — the diftreſt! 
ub. _Britanni's Bounty ſtands coufeſt, 
eee and alone. 


El. Can loſt Batavia ſue in vain? 
1th, Muſt Britain endleſs Wars maintain 
For Cauſes not her own. 


E!. Behold the mourning Fair. 


Enter Batavia in Mourning, ſupported ; ber Hair di. 
ſhevePd, and her Coronet falling. 


Bat. Ah! me, ah! wretched, wretched loſt Ba- 
tavia. 
Britannia wakes. 
Brit. Whoder thou art, thy Groans have wald 
Britannia. 
| Bat. (Kneeling.) Thou great and juſt Defender of 
th'oppreſt, 
See at your Feet poor and diſtreſt Batavia: 
Her Cities ras'd, her ſacred Rights deſtroy'd, 
Her Nobles ſlaughter'd, and her Sons enſlay'd. 


AIR III. 


O . hall I turn me, hither fly, 
If you refuſe your Aid ? 
By Friends forſaken, 
By my Foes betray'd, 

There's not on Earth ſo loſt a Wreteh as * 

O1 -whither, &c. 5 


Brit. Ariſe, afflicted "Fair, my „ m ; 
Believe, I feel and will redreG thy Wrongs 3 
Deceitful bloody Rape, and haughty Sgain, 
n 1 * wo heir * 


. 
1 
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AIR IV. 


Brit. Let Tyranny devour, 

And build in Blood her Throne; 
Britannia holds her Power 

For righteous Ends alone. 

Bat. While Heaven refers to you the Fate 
Of Europe; while you hold the Scale, 
And may diſpenſe the caſting Weight, 
Juſtice and Virtue muſt prevail. 

(Both repeat the firft Stanza.) 


End of the firſt ſerious Interlude. 


Enter a Chorus of Country Lads and Laſſes. 


AIR V. Under the Greeenwood Tree. 


1ſt Lad. Let envious Faction call me Slave, 
I know and feel Pm free. 

1% Laſs. Tis well, briſk Sir, that you're fo brave; 
I thought you bound to me. 

ift Lad. Such lovely Eyes, 


And you their Captive be. 
1ſt Lad. Love's Chains alone, 
| True Britons own, 
- Nor wou'd from then! be free. 
Corus. Love's Chains alone, &c. 
1972 — ſuitable to the Occaſon. Exenut. 
4 SCENE 
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SCENE. A Palace. 


Britannia on a Couch in a Poſture expreſſiue of Diſ- 


 treſs. On her Right Hand, "Tyranny attended with 
Slavery and Want; on her Left, Superſtition at- 
tended with Cruelty and Pride. "TREO at a DIE 


ftance weepi ng. 
Brit. Surpriz'd ! betray'd! no Help, no Succour 


near | | 
O moſt undone! O rain'd, loſt 8 1 

Tyr. Stubborn, ungrateful Fair, 

Blinded by Error will you ever ſcorn 
The friendly Hand that offers at 3 58 2 
Behold thy Soul's Phyſician. 

Sup. Taſte of this Cup, and be chene 
Thou haſt loſt no Freedom, mt” 
Except the fatal Liberty to err; 

And Riches are but Snares; 

Thoſe we'll remove: | 

But in return the Church 

Shall pour forth all her er on e 
Thou ſhalt abound in Grace. 


Brit. Deteſted Superſtition Bloated Monfter!— 


Drunk with the Blood of Nations, from my Sight. 
I'll have no more to do with thy Inchantments, 
Hence, Sorcerer, hence, and let me die in Peace. 
Sup. Conſult not Reaſon, cloſe the Eye of Senſe ; 
So ſhall you judge aright, and ſee the better. 
We are your Friends. 1 
Brit. I know and J abhor your 1 
Sup. 
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Sup. Poor wand'ring Soul! 3 

She muſt be driven back into the Fold: 
Wholeſom Severities may ſet her right, 
And fave her from Deſtruction. 
Bye. I truſt your pious Skill. 

Sup. Whips, Chains and Racks, 
Thoſe gentler Methods, 
May firſt be tried; 
If theſe ſhou'd ſeem too mild, 
You muſt impate it to our tender Mercy. 

Ib. Now, Batavia, if thou haſt Gratitude, 
Aſſert it now, and ſave diſtreſt Britannia. 

(Alide and Exit. 

Sup. Hereſy is indeed a rank Diſeaſe, 
But then the Fire's a never failing Cure. 

Tyr. Take your own Way. 

Sup. Nay, nay, I but advile ; 
The Church expects that you ſhou'd do her Juſtice : 
She but condemns-—She never deals in Blood=— 
She damns, tis true, the Wreteh who ſpares her Foes; 
But begs, by me, your Mercy 
For this poor Heretick relapſed. 
Touch not her Life, ſinge not a ſingle Hair, 
Nor ſhed one Drop of Blood. 
HBr. I underſtand the Church, and 8 Duty. 
(To bis Attendonts:) Seiae her, and bind her ſtmit. 


Brit. (Kneeling. ) Juſt, Heaven! if cer 
The Wretched's Prayer . 


I l, and: end his Pain; 1 
Now 
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Now in return * 


Let me not mourn, . 
Nor ud Relief in vain. 2 


Loud Shouts without, mint with a Ci. 

of Liberty, & c. Scene thanges to the Profpett of a 
calm Sea with a Fleet of Ships ut Anchor. Enter 
Ithuriel, Eliphas, um Batavia, »/hering in Libetto, 


 vichlyuhaliied and-aitended. Mt whoſe Apprurunce, 
Tyranny, Superſtition, and their Followers run of 


in Confu fron, Libefto anbindꝭ Britannia. 


Brit. Grateful Baraviu! generous 2 berto 7 
Bounteous Heaven]! O how Thall 1 mes? | 
My Wonder, or my Thanks? 

Lib. Fair Queen of Tits, 

Guardian of Fiberty and facred Truth, 
In ſaving you we have preferyd ourſelves 
Our Intereſt is the fame. 

Brit. Moſt Godlike Prince! O yu ſhall I reward 

thee?” © 

Lib. To ſerve Win is its own Reward. 

Brit. It ſhall be ſo 
Prudence and Gratitude demand it of iy 
He beft can guard the Freedom he reftor'd, 
And well deſerves to wear the Crown he ſav'd. 


What think ſt thou of me Prince? 
Lib. All muſt confeſs your C hams . 
Fair and majeſtick, happy in your Offspring. 
| Europe ſees few ſo great, and none ſo bleſt: 
Freedom, n. in your Hand. 


„ . Brit. 
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Brit. Then here I place them all. (Giving ber Hand, 
Lib. And I with Joy accept 'em. (Ming it. 
*Twere Folly to refuſe ſo great a Bleſſing. 
Whether Ambition, or the Love of Virtue, 
Sway moſt with me, my Actions muſt declare. 
Brit. By me you are not doubted, brave Liberte : 
And let inveterate Malice do her worſt, 
Grateful Poſterity ſhall clear your Fame. 


Bat. O happy Change! O glorious Revolution! 
AIR VII 


Lib. To conquer without Blood ; 
Brit. To reign for others Good; 
Bat. Loſt Freedom to reftore ; 
Brit. This is the Heto's Praiſe: 
Bat. For this we Temples raiſe, 
Lb. And juſtly Heav'n adore. 
All three. To conquer, &c. 


End of the ſecond ſerious Interlude. 
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A Chorus of Sailors. 
AIR , VIll. When the Stormy, &c. 


1 Sail. You Terror of Britannia's Foes, 
Whoſe Valour does maintain 
Her Power, where'er the Ocean flows, 

Or ſtormy Tempeſts reign * 7 


For 
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For Liberty reſtor'd, 
Now let your Joys o'erflow : 
As on the Shore 
The Billows roar, 
When the ftormy Winds do blow. 


Enter Landlady, follow'd by a Train of young Women. 


AIR 


Land. Well fare your Hearts, my jovial Boys, 
You ranting, roaring Sons; of Noiſe, 
See who are come to aid your Joys, 
And hail you ſafe to Shore: 
See here the Treaſure of our Ifle, 
Here reap the Fruits of all your Toll, 
And all your future Cares beguile, 
With fal, lal, &c. 


Chorus Seo hee, A. Dancing. 


Scene a magnificent Monument in ; the Front of the Stage. 
At the Foot of which Batavia is 2 leaning 


on an Urn. | 


A1 K X: 
Bat. Tho' hopeleſs, I muſt ever languiſh: 
Nor Time, nor Fate, on my Anguiſh, 

Still adoring, 1 

Loft Liberto: endleſs Grief! wn 6 

Will the cruel Grave return him, 

Can I ever ceaſe to mourn him? 

Will my Sorrows bring Relief? 


Enter 
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Enter Eliphas. 

EI. Ariſe, Batavia, and with Wonder hear 
How generous Britamia has deviſed 
To pay her Tribute to Lbertos Fame, 
And make her Gratitude, like that, immortal, 
She on the Princely Youth, 
In whom Liberties Name 
Moſt live or be extinguiſhed, 
Does Wiſdom, Beauty, Majeſty beſtow, 
Domeſtick Happineſs, Wealth, Fame, and Power; 
To ſum up all that may be ſaid or thought 
She gives. 
The Firſt- born Princeſs of her Royal Houſe, 
Replete with ev'ry Virtue, for his Bride. 
Her joyful Sons 
With Acclamations rend the Skies z 
Aſſiſt, Batavia, and increaſe their Jays: 
Now prove how you regard your Princely Char, 
And what you owe Liberte, 
Pay to his dear Remains. 


- 


AIR XL 


The Horizon how bright? 
Ten thouſand Piles af Fire, 
Waving to Heaven aſpire, 
1 turn to Day the Night. 
ni ien en © e e * 


* 
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Scene the Proceſſion of the Marriage of the Princeſs | 
Royal with his Highneſs the Prince of Orange in the l 


ſame Order, and as near as poſſible with the ſame 
 Magnificence, as it was really perform'd. 


ATR XVI. | 

Spec. Ten thouſand Joys 1 
Attend the Princely Pair, | : 
Whilſt ev'ry grateful Briton 1 
Applauds his Sovereign's Care; 


Who on Naſſau beſtows, | 
(A Name to Britons dear, 
Whence ev'ry Blefling flows, 
And we with Tranſport hear) 
Anna, that Royal Dame, 
Our Bleſſings to inſure ; 
That Freedom like his Fame, 
May evermore endure, 


Chorus. Ten thouſand, &c. 
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THE END. 


